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T FT OW 2his vile world is chang'd ! In former days, 
Prologues were ſerious ſpeeches befere plays: 
Grave ſolemn things, as graces are to feaſts; 

Where poets begg d a bleſſing from their gueſts 3 

But now, no more like ſuppliants we come; 


A lay makes war, and prologue is the drum; 1 
Arm'd with keen ſatire, and 4vi:h pointed wit, 


Mie threaten you who do for judges fit, 
To ſave our plays; or elſe we'll damn your pit. 

But for your comfort it fal's out to-day, 
Me ve a young author, and his firft-born play; 
So, flanding only on bis goed behaviour, 
He's very civil, and in. eats your fawour, | 
Nor but the man has malice, 2v0u'd be ſbeæv it, 
But, on my conſcience, bes a baſhful poet: | 
You think that ftrange,- -no matter, he'll out-grow it. 


Well, I'm bis advocate——by me be prays you, 


I don't know wherber I fhall ſpeak to pleaſe you * 
He prays -O bleſs me ! wvbat hall I do now ?/*- 222 N 


But bo'd 


If loſs of that ſhould follow want of wit, 

How many undone men were in the pit 

Why, that's ſome comfort to an author s fears, 

IF he's an aſs, he will be try'd by's peers. 

I am exceeding my commiſſion ; 

My buſineſs bere, was bumbly to petition : 

But we're ſo us'd to rail on theſe occaſions, 

I could not help one trial of your patience : 

For tis our way, you know, for fear o' th' qyf, 
To be beforeband ftill, and cry fool firft. 

How ſay you, ſparks * How do you fland affected? 
|1 fevear, young Bayes within, is ſo dejected, 

"7 vould grieve your Hearts to ſee bim; ſhall I call bind 
| But then you cruel criticks would ſo maul bim 
Yer, may be, you'll encourage a beg inner; 
But how ?---- Fuſt as the devil does a ſinner. 


|Women and wits are us'd een much as one, 


You gain your end, and damn em when you ve done 


wh 


Hang me if I know what be prays, or e ) ng 
, : + 43) L510 
And 'twas the prettieſt prologue as he avrote it 12 e 
Well, the deuce take me, if I ban t forgot it!TL̃ͤ . 20S) 
O Lord ] for Heawen s ſake, excuſe the play, CET NEE ar” I's 


Becauſe you know if it le damn d to day, 

T Pall be bang'd for wanting what to ſay. 
For my ſake then But I'm in ſuch confuſion, 
> cannot flay to bear y.ur reſolution. [Runs off. 
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Araminta. 


I SHARPER. 
[Sir Jos xen WII 


Captain BLuvrr. 


M E N. 


TOLL. 


= T3. (JG -- U E. [Fonprxwirz, a Banker. 


SETTER, a Pimp. 
Servant to Fondlewife. 


A a raſh pir!, abo will all bazards run, 

And be enjey d, tho" ſure to be undone; 
Sion as ber curiofity is ove”, 

Would giue t he word ſe could her toy recover: 

So fares it with our poet; and I'm ſent 

To tell you, be already does repent. | 
Would you were all as forward to keep Lent! 
Now the deed's done, the giddy thing bas leiſure 
To think o tb fling, that's in the tail of pleaſure. 

' Methinks, I hear bim in confideration : 8 
What will the world ſay? Where's my reputation ? 
Wow that's at flake=---No, fool; "tis out o faſpion. 
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ARAMINTA, in love with Vainlove. | 
BzLinDaA, her Couſin, an affected Lady, in low 


with Bellmour. 


L=T1ITIA, Wife to Fondlewife. 


Lucy, her Maid. 


BE TT. 


Boy and Footmen. 
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ENE, 


{S1tvia, Vainlove's forſaken Miſtreſs, 


LoN DON. 


matis Perſonæ. 


2 LARTWELL, a ſurly old Batchelor, pretending 
ght Women, ſecretly in love with Silvia, 
BELIMOoux, in love with Belinda. 
VAIN LOVE, Capricious in his love, in love wii 


Hell. * 
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OLD B AT C HE L OR 


A C ＋ I. 


SCENE, the Street. | 
Bellmour and Vainlove, meeting. | 
Bell. X TAINLOVE, and abroad ſo early! Good 


| morrow. I thought a contemplative 
lover could no more have parted with his bed in a 
morning, than he could have flept in't. 

Vain. Bellmour, good-morrow— Why, the truth 
on't is, theſe early ſallies are not uſual to me; 
but buſineſs, as you fee, Sir—{ Shewwing letters. | 
And buſineſs muſt be followed, or be loſt, 

Bell. Buſineſs l And ſo muſt time, my friend, 
be cloſe purſued or loſt, Buſineſs is the rub of 
life, perverts our aim, caſts us off the bias, and 
leaves us wide and ſhort of the intended mark. 

Vain. Pleaſure, I gueſs, you mean, | 

Bell. Ay, what elſe has meaning! 

Vain. Oh, the wiſe will tell ou 
Hell. More than they believe—or underſtand. 


than he underſtands ? . 7 
Bell. Ay, ay, wiſdom's nothing but a pretending 


read of but one wiſe man, and ail that he knew 
was, that he knew nothing. Come, come; leave 
buſineſs to idlers, and wiſdom to fools; they have 
need of em: wit be my faculty, and pleaſure my 
occupation; and let father Time ſhake bis glaſs. 
Let low and earthly ſouls, grovel till they have 
work'd themſelves fix feet deep into a grave—Buſt- 
nels is not my element—l roll in a higher orb, and 
Owe llonnn—_ | 
Vain. In caſtles i'th' air, of thy own building; that's 
thy element, Ned—Well, as high a flier as you are, 
I have a lure may make you ſtoop. | Flings a letter. 
Bell. Aye, marry, Sir; I have a hawk's eye at 
a woman's hand-—There's more elegancy in the 
falſe ſpelling of this ſuperſc:iption [Tahes up the 
letter.) than in all Cicero—Ler me ſee—How now 
“Dear perfidious Vainlove.”” Reads. 
Vain. Hold, hold! 'ſlife, that's the wrong. 
Bell. Nay, let's ſee the name; „ Silvia! How 
can'ſt thou be ungrateful to that creature? She's 
extremely pretty, and loves thee intirely ] 
have heard her breathe ſuch raptures about thee 
Vain, Ay, or any body that ſhe's about - 
Bell, No, faith, Frank, you wrong her ; the has 
been juſt to you, 


Vain. That's pleaſant, by my troth, from thee, 
Who haſt had her. 

Bell. Never—her affeRtions : *tis true, by Heav'n, 

town'd it to my tace; confeſs'd her ſoul was 
rue to you, tho' 1 by treachery had ſtol'n the 
9115 

Vain. So was true as turtle in imagination, 
Ned, ha? Preach this docttine to huſbands, and 
ie married women will adore thee. 


Vain. How! how, Ned! a wiſe man ſay more | 


to know and believe more than we really do. You | 


Bell. Why, faith, I think it will do well enough 
| if the huſband be ovt of the way for the 
| wife to ſhew her fondreſs and impatience of his 
abſence, by chufing a lover as like him as ſhe can; 
nd what is unlike, ſhe may help cut with her own 
fancy. ; : 

Fain, But is it not an abuſe to the lover to be 
nade a blind of? | 

Bell. As you ſay, the abuſe is to the lover, not 
che huſbind; for 'tis an argument of her zeal to- 
wards him, that ſhe will enjoy him in effigy.. 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious country, 
where ſuch zeal paſſes for true devotion, 
it will be damn'd by all our proteſtant huſbangs for 
flat idolatry But if you can make Alderman 
Fondlewife of your perſuaſion, this letter will be 


lneedleſs. : 


Bell, What, the old banker, with the handſome 
wife? 
Vain. Ay. 
Bell. Let me ſee Laetitia! Oh! 'tis a delicious 


— 


the world. | 

Vain. Ay, am J not? to be continually ſtarting 

of hares for you to courſe. We were certainly cut 

out for one another; for my temper quits an a- 

mour, juſt where thine takes it up But read 

that; it is an appointment for me, this evening, 
when Fondlewife will be gone out of town to meet 

the maſter of a ſhip, about the return of a venture 

which he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. 

Bell. | Reads. | Hum, hum“ Out of town this 
evening, and talks of lending for Spintext to keep 
me company; but I'll take care he ſhall not be 
at home.“ Good !-—Spintext !-—Qb, the fanatick 
one-ey'd parſon |! | 

Vain. Ay. | | | 

Bell. [ Reads.] Hum, hum“ That your con- 
verſation will be much more agreeable, if you can 
counterfeit this habit to blind the ſervants.” Very 
good--- Then I muſt be diſguiſed---With all my 
heart. Frank, I'm amazed at thy good nature. 

Vain. Faith, I hate love, when 'tis forced upon 
a man, as 1 do wine and this buſineſs is none 
of my ſeeking; I only happened to be once or 
twice where Lætitia was the handſomeſt woman in 
company, fo,. conſequently, apply'd myſelf to her. 
—And it ſeems the has taken me at my word 
Had you been there, or any body, t had been the 
ſame. | | 

Bell. I wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. 

Vain. Never doubt it. | 

Bell. Pr'ythee, what ſort of fellow is Fondlewife ? 

Vain. A kind of mongrel zealot, ſometimes very 
preciſe and peeviſh; but 1 have ſeen bim pleaſant 


more to fondneſs ; ſo that as he's often jealovs with + 


| out 4 cauſe, he's as often iatisfied without reaſon. 
A 2 


doubt 95 


morſel. Den Fru, thou art the trueſt friend in 5 


enough in his way: much addicted to jealouſy, but 
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| diſguiſe. 


Bell. A very even temper, and fit for my pur- | 
poſe. 1 muſt get your man Setter to provide my 


* 


Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all, 
if you will; for you have made him fit for nobody 
elſe Well... 
Bell. You're going to viſit in return of Silyia's 
letter Poor rogue! Any hour of the day or 
night will ſerve her — But do you know nothing 
of a new rivil there ? | 
Vain. Yes, Heartwell; that, ſurly old, pretended 
woman-hater, thinks her virtuous; that's one 
reaſon why I fail her: I would have her fret her- 
ſelf out of conceit with me, that ſhe may entertain | 
ſome thoughts of him. I know he vilits her every 
day. | | : 
| Bull, Vet rails on ſtill, and thinks bis love un- 
known to us; a little time will ſwell him fo, he 
muſt he forc'd to give it birth; and the diſcovery / 
muſt needs be very pleaſant from himſelſ; to ſee 
what pains he will take, and how he will ſtrain to 
be delivered of a ſecret, when he has mitcarried of 


It alreagy. 


_ Fain. Well, good morrow; 
Til meet at the old place. | 
Bell. With all my heart; it lies convenient for 
us to pay our afternoon ſervices to our miſtreſſes; 
1 find 1 am damnably in love, I'm fo uneaſy for not 
having ſeen Belinda yeſterday. | 
Vain. Butlſaw my Araminta, yet amas impatient. 
| | [ Exit. 
Bell. Why, what a cormorant in love am I! 
who not contented with the flavery of honourable 
love in one place, muſt yet take Vainlove's buſi- 
neſs upon my hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon 


let's dine together; 


his: I muſt take up, or 1 ſhall never hold out. ( 


Enter Sharper, 


Sharp. I'm ſorry to ſee this, Ned: if once a 
an comes to his ſoliloquies, I give him for gone. 
"Bell. Sharper, I'm glad to ſee thee. 
© Sharp, What! is Belinda cruel, that you are ſo 
thoughtful ? | | 
Bell. No, faith; not for that——PBut there's a 
buſineſs of conſequence fall'a out to-day, that re- 
quires ſome conſideration, 
Sharp. Pr'ythee, what mighty buſineſs of con- 
ſequence can'ſt thou have? 
Bell. Why, you muſt know tis a piece of work 
towards the finiſhing of an alderman; it ſeems 1 
muſt put the laſt hand to it, and dub him cuckold, 
that he may be of equal dignity with the reſt of his 


I ˙ ͤ 


ter thing. How now, George, where haſt thou 
deen ſnarling odious truths ? for I know thou ar 


as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a woman, u 


a looking-glaſs after the ſmall-pox. 

Heart. 1 confeſs 1 have not been ſneering fulſome 
ſyes, and nauſeous flattery, fawning upon a little 
tawdry whore that will fawn upon me again, and 


enterfain any puppy that comes, like a tumbler, 


with the ſame tricks over and over; for ſuch, } 
gueſs, may have begn your late employment. 


Bell. Wou'd thou hadft come a little ſooner, | 


Vainlove would have wrought thy converſion, and 
been a champion for the cauſe. 

Heart. What, has he been here ? That's one of 
love's April -fools, is always upon ſome errand that'; 
to no purpoſe z ever embarking in adventares, yet 
never comes to harbour, 

Sharp. You, Bellmour, are bound in gratitude to 
{tickie for him: you with pleaſure reap that fruit 
which he takes pains to ſow. He does the drudgery 
in the mine, and you ftamp your image on the 
gold, 2.64 = 

Bell. He's of another opinion, and ſays I do the 
drudgery in the mine. Well, we have each our 
thare of ſport, and each that which he likes 
beſt; tis his diverſion to ſet, tis mine to cover the 


partridge. ; 


Heart. And it ſhould be mine to Jet *em go again, 

Sharp. Not till you had mouth'd a little, George; 
I think that's all thou art fit for now, 

Heart. Good, Mr. young fellow, you're miſ- 


teken; as able as yourſelf, and as nimble too, 


thongh I mayn't have ſo much mercury in my 
limbs. Tis true indeed 1 don't force appetite, 
but think it time enough to be wicked, after have 
had the temptation. 

Bell. Time enough! ay, too ſoon, I ſhould r- 
ther have expected from a perſon of your gravity. 

Heart. Yer it is oftentimes too late with ſome of 
you young, termagant, flaſhy iinners—you have all 
the guilt of the intention, and none of the plea- 
fure of the praftice—'Tis true, you are ſo eager in 
purſuit of the temptation, . that you ſave the devil 
the trouble of leading you into it: nor is itout of 
diſcretion, that you don't ſwallow that very hook 
yourſelves have baited; but you are cloy'd with the 
preparative, and what you mean for a whet, turns 
the edge of your puny ſtomach. | 

Bell. Thou art an old fornicator of a ſingular 
good principle indeed! and art for encouraging 
youth, that they may-be as wicked as thou art at 
thy years. 


brethren; ſo J muſt beg Belinda's pardon. 
© Sharp. Faith, e'en give her over for good and all: 
you can have no hopes of getting her for a miſtreſs; 
and the is too proud, too inconſtant, too affected, 
too witty, and too handſome, for a wife, 
Bell. But ſhe can't have too much money 
There's twelve thouſand pounds, Tom. "Tis 
true, ſhe's exceſſively foppiſh and affected: but, in 
my conſcience, | believe the baggage loves me; for 
ſhe never ſpeaks well of me herſelf, nor ſuffers any 
body elſe to rail at me. Then, as I told you, there's 
twelve thouſand pounds---Hym---Why, faith, upon 
ſecond thoughts, ſhe does not appear to be to very 
affected neithe. Give her her due, I think the 
woman's a woman, and that's all. As ſuch, I am 


ſure I ſhall like her; for che devil take me, if I 
don't love all the ſex. 
" Sharp. And here comes one who {wears as heartily 
he hates all the ſex. | 

Enter Heartwell. 


Heart. I am for having every body be what they 
pretend to be; and not, like Vainlove, kiſs a lap- 
dog, with paſſion, when it would diſguſt him from 
the lady's own lips. 

Bell. But, George, you muſt not quarrel with 


little gallantries of this nature. Women are often 


won by 'em. Who would refuſe to kiſs a lap- dog, 
if it were preliminary to the lips of his lady? 

Sbarp. Or omit playing with her fan? 

Bell. Or what is it to read a play in a rainy day? 
Though you ſhould be now and then interrupted 
in a witty ſcene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve bet 
laughter till the jeſt were over; even that may be 
borne with, conſidering the reward in proſpect. 

Heart. I confeſs, you that are women's aſſen. 
bear greater burdens z are forc'd to undergo drel- 
ſingy, dancing, ſinging, fighing, whining, rhyming) 
flattering, lying, grinning, ctingiag, and che 


drudgery of loving to boot. 


Bell. O brute! the drudgery of loving! 


Fell. Who, Heartwell! Ay, but he knows bet⸗ 


Heart. Ay, why to come to love through al 
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theſe incumbrances, is like coming to an eſtate 

over-charg'd with debts; which by the time you 

have paid, yields no farther profit than what the 

bare tillage and manuring of the land will produce, 

at the expence of your own ſweat. 

| Bell. Pr'ythee, how doſt thou love? 
barp. He! he hates the ſex, | 

Heart. So I hate phyſick too—vet I may love to 
take it for my health. | 

Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you 
mould be taken ſtraying. | 

Sharp. He has need of ſuch an excuſe, confider- 
ing the preſent ſtate of his body. 

Heart. How d'ye mean? 

Sharp. Why, if wenching be phyſick, as you 
call it; then, I may fay, marriage is entering into- 
2 courſe of phyſick. | : 

Bell. How, George, does the wind blow there! 

Heart. It will as ſoon blow north and by ſouth — 
Marry, quotha! I hope in Heaven, 1 have a greater 
portion of grace; and I think I have baited too 
mary of thoſe traps, to be caught in one myſelf, 

Bell. Who the devil would have thee ? unleſs 
"twere an oyſter-woman, to propagate young fry to 
Billingſgate———Thy talent will never recommend 
thee to any thing of better quality. | 

Heart. My talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking 
truth, which I don't expeCt ſhould ever recommend 
me to people of quality=——l thank Heaven, I have 
very honeſtly purchaſed the hatred of all the great 


Sharp. And you, in return of ſpleen, hate them. 
But could you hope to be received into the alliance 
of a noble family ? | ; 

Heart. No; I hope I ſhall never merit that afflic- 
tion—to be puniſhed with a wife of birth be a 
ſag of the firſt head, and. bear my horns aloft, 
like one of the ſuppotters of my wife'scoat. 'Sdeath, 
I would not be a cuckold to eber an illuſtrious whore 
in England N c 

Bell. What not to make your family, man, and 
provide for your children? 

Sharp. For her children you mean. 

Heart. Ay, there you've nick'd it there's the 
deril upon devil Oh, the pride and joy of heart 
twould be to me, to have my ſon and heir reſemble 
ſuch a duke to have a fleering coxcomb ſcoff and 
cry, Mr. your ſon's mighty like his grace, has juſt 
his ſmile and air of 's face. Then replies another 
--Methinks he has more of the marquis of ſuch 
a place, about his noſe and eyes; though he has 
my lord what-d'ye-call's mouth to a tittle—Then, 
I, to put it off unconcerned, come chuck the in- 
fant under the chin, force a ſmile, and cry, Ay, 
the boy takes after his mother's relations—when 
the devil and ſhe knows, tis a little compound of 
the whole body of nobility. 

Bell, and Sharp. Ha, ha, ha! 

Bell, Well, but George, I have one queſtion to 
5 1 

Heart. Plhaw! J have prattled away my time 

hope you are in no haſte for an anſwer— for I 
man 't gay now. | [Looking on bis watch. 

Bell, Nay, pr'ythee, George 

Heart, No; beſides my bulineſs, 1 ſee a fool 
coming this way. Adieu. [ Exit. 

Bell. What does he mean? Oh, *tis Sir Jofeph 
Wittoll, with his friend; but J ſee he has turned 
the corner, and goes another way. 

barp. What, in the name of wonder, is it ? 
Bell. Why, a fool. 
Sbarp. Tis a tawdry outſide. 
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worth your acquaintance—A little of thy chymiſtry, 
Tom, may extract gold from that dirt. 

Sharp. Say you ſo? Faith, I am as poor as a 
chymiſt, and would be as induſtrious. But what 
was he that followed him? Is not he a dragon that: 
watches thoſe golden pippins? _ | 

Bell. Hang him, no, he à dragon! if he be, tis 
a very peaceful one; I can inſure his anger dor- 
mant; or ſhould he ſeem to rouſe, tis but well 
laſhing him, and he will ſleep like a top. 

Sharp. Ay, is he of that kidney ? | | 

Bell. Yet is adored by that bigot, Sir Joſeph 
Wittoll, as the image of valour, He calls him his 


night, I know not by what miſchance, the knight 
was alone, and had fallen into the hands of ſome 


laged him; but I chanced to come by, and reſcued 
him; though | believe he was heartily frightened; 
for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he ran away, with- 
out ſtaying to fee who had helped him. 
* . $harp. Is that bully of his in the army? 

Bel. No, but is a pretender, and wears the ha- 
bit of a ſoldier You muſt know he has been 
abroad—went purely to run away from a campaign, 
enrich'd himſelf with the plunder of a few oaths, 
and hereveats em againſt the general, who ſlightiag 
men of merit, and preferring oaly thoſe of intereſt, 
has made him quit the ſervice. 


performance, 

Bell. Speaks miracles; is the drum to his own 
praiſe—the only implementof a ſoldier hereſembles; 
like that, being full of bluſtering noiſe and empti- 
neſs 

Sharp. And, like that, of no uſe but to be 
beaten. 


for he will take a drubbing wich as little noiſe as 
a pulpit cuſhion. _ | 
Sharp, His name, and I have done. 


gilded with a title; he is called Captain Bluff. 
Sharp. Well, Þil endeavour his acquaintance 
you ſteer another courle, are bound | 
For love's iſland ; 1, for the golden coaſt. 
May each ſucceed in what he wiſhes moſt, 
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| | . II. 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper folloxving. 
Sharp. wg E that's he, and alone. 
ir 


Jo. Um Ay, this, this 78 A 


Sharp. How's this ! 
Sir Fo. An it had'nt been for a civil gentleman 
as came by and frighted em away———but, agad, 
I durſt not ſtay to give him thanks. = 
Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour, he means 
Ha! I have a thought Y 


ſhall never be reconciled to this place heartily! 
Sharp. *Tis but trying, and being where I am 
at worſt, Now luck !——Curs'd fertune 


| muſt be the place, this damned unlucky place 
Sir Jo. Agad, and ſo 'tis—— Why here has been 
more miſchief done, 1 perceive. 
| Sharp. No, is gone, tis loſt——ten thouſand 


Bell, And FI very beggarly lining==yet he may be 


devils on that chance which drew me hither! Ay, 


back, and indeed they are never aſunder—yet laſt 


night-walkers, who, I ſuppoſe, would have pil- 


Sharp. Wherein, no doudt, he magnifies his own | 


Bell. Right; but then the compariſon breaks; 


Bell, Why, that, to paſs it current too, he has: 


very damned place: the inhuman canibals, the 
bloody-minded villains, would have butcher'd me 
laſt night. No doubt, they would have flea'd me 
| alive, have ſold my ſkin, and devoured me. 


Sir Jo. Zooks, would the captain would come; 
the very remembrance makes me quake; agad, I: 


this 


you me EE BET 


' Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? What have 
you found? Reſtore it quickly, or by ———— 


| be ſaved, I have found nothing but what has been 
; to my loſs, as 1 may ſay, and as you were ſaying, 


| ful to forget me! 


before, agad. 


. out o' ſight out o'mind, agad. 


acknowledgment of a gentleman 


fey in the age. 


Character I admire. 


as 4 


—— — . ů —— N 1 


—— ͤ TÜũ ͤ !—IUAEElib 


(C6515 renz ton: 


Here, juſt here; this ſpot to me is hell; nothing 
to de found, but the deſpair of what I have loft. 
| [ [Looking about as in ſearch. 
Sir Fo. Poor gentleman——by the lord Harry, 
I'!t ſtay no longer, for I have found too 


Sir Jo. Not 1, Sir, not 1; as J have a ſoul to 


Sir. 
' Sharp. O, your ſervan”, Sir; you are ſafe then 
it ſeems; *tis an ill wind that bluws nobody good. | 
Well, you may r joſce over my iil-fortune, ſince it 
paid the price of your ranſom, |} 
Sir Jo. I rejoice! agad, not I, Sir. I'm very 
ſorry tor your loſs, with all my heart, blood, and 
guts, Sir; and if you did but know me, you'd ne'er 

fay I were (5 1ll-natured. | 
Sharp. Know you ! Why can you be ſo e 


Sir Jo. O lord, forget him! No, no, Sir, 1; 
don't forget you—-—becauſe I neyer ſaw your face 
Ha, ha, ha' | 

_ Sharp. How! | { Anprily. | 

Sir Jo. Stay, ſtay, Sir; let me recolled he's 
a damned angry fellow ———! believe 1 had better re- 
member him, till I can get our of his ſight; but 

e [ Afide. 

Sharp. Methought the ſervice I did you laſt night, 
Sir, in preſerving you from thoſe rufians, might 
have taken better root in your ſhallow memory. 

Sir 70 Gads-daggers, belts, blades and ſcabbards, 
this is the very gentleman ! How ſhall | make him 
a return ſuitable to the greatneſs of his merit 
I had a pretty thing to that purpole, if he han't 
frighted it out of my memory. Hem! hem!—Si:,! 
1 moſt ſubmiſfively implore your pardon for my 
tran ſgre ſſion of ingratitude and omiſſion ; having 
my entire dependence, Sir, upon the ſuperfluity of 
your goodneſs, which, like an inundation, will, 1 
hope, totally immerge the recollection of my error, 
and leave me floating in your fight, upon the full 
blown bladders of re pentauce by the help of which, 
I ſhall once more hope to ſwim inte your favour. 

| | [ Bows. 


Sharp. So-h—O Sir, I am eaſily pacify'd ; the 


Sir Fo. Acknowledgment, Sir! lam all over ac- 
knowledgment, and will not ftick to ſhew it in the 
greateſt extremity, by night or by day, in ſickneſs 
or in health, winter or ſummer: all ſeaſons and 
occaſions ſhall teſtify the reality and gratitude of 
your ſuperabundant humble ſervant, Sir Joſeph 
Wittoll, knight, Hem ! hem! | | 

Sharp, Sir Joſeph Wittoll ! 

Sir Jo. The ſame, Sir, of Wittoll hall, ig Comi- 
tatu, Bucks. boy 

Sharp. 1s it poflible! Then I am happy to have 
obliged the mirror of knighthood and pink of curte- 
Let me embrace you. 

Sir Fo. O ford, Sit! 


Sbarp. My loſs I eſteem as a trifle, repaid with 
Intereſt, fince it has purchas'd me the friendſhip 
and acquaincance of the perſon in the world whoſe 


Sir Jo. You are only pleaſed to fay fo, Sir 
But pray, if I may be ſo bold, what is that loſs you 
mentioned ? | 

Sharp. O term it no longer ſo, Sir. In the 
ſcuffle, laſt night, I only dropt a bill of a hundred 
pound, which I confeſs, I came half deſpairing to 


| 


Sir Fo. You have found it, Sir, then it ſeemg} 
| profeſs I'm heartily glad 
Sharp. Sir, your humble ſervant—1 don't quef. 


tion but you are; that you have ſo cheap an oppor. 


tunity of expreſſing your gratitude and 'generofity, 
Since the paying ſo trivial a ſum, will wholly acguit 
you, and doubly engage me. | 

Sir Jo. What a dickins does he mean by a trivial 
ſum? {Afde.] But han't you found it, Sir? 

Sharp. No otherwiſe, 1 vow to God, vut in my 
hopes in you, Sir. | 

Sir Jo. Humb. Bs 

Sharp. But that's ſufficient——"'Twere injuſtice 
to doubt the honour of Sir Joſeph Wittoll, 

Sir Jo. O Lord, Sir! | 

Sharp. You are above, I am ſure, a thought fo 
low, to ſuffer me to loſe what was ventured in your 
ſervice. Nay, 'twas in a manner——paid down for 
your deliverance; *twas fo much lent ou -n 
you ſcorn, I'll ſay that for you ——— 

Sir Jo. Nay, I'll fay that for myſelf, with your 
leave, Sir, 1 do ſcorn a dirty thing, But, agad! Im 
a little oat of pocket at preſent. 

Sharp. *Pſhaw ! you can't want a hundred pourd, 
Your word is ſuſh:ient any where, Lis but bore 
rowing ſo much dirt, you have large acres, and can 
toon repay it Money is but dirt, Sir Joſeph—mere 
dirt, f 

Sir Jo. But I profeſs, tis a dirt I have waſhet 
my hands of at preſent ; 1 have laid it all out upon 
my back. | 

* Are you ſo extravagant in cloaths, Sir Jo- 
ſeph ? | 
Sir Jo. Ha, ha, ha! a very good jeſt, I profeſs; 
ha, ha, ha! a very good jeſt, and 1 did not know 
that I had ſaid it, and that's a better jeſt than t'o- 
ther. *Tis a fign you and I h'an't been lang acquaint» 
ed; you have loſt a good jeſt for want of knowing 
me only mean a friend of mine, whom I call 
my back; he ſticks as cloſe to me, and follows me 
through all dangers—— he is indeed back, breaf, 
and head-piece, as it were, to me—agad! he's a 
brave fellow——Pauh, 1 am quite another thing, when 
lam with him. I don't fear the devil, bleſs us, 
almoſt, if he be by. Ah, had he been with me lat 
night! 1 

Sharp. If he had, Sit, what then? He could 
have done no more, nor perhaps have ſuffered ſo 
much Had he a hundred pound to loſe ?. [ Angrihs 

Sir Jo. O Lord, Sir, by no means—bur I might 
have ſaved a hundred pound. { Ajide.] I meant in- 
nocently, as I hope to be ſaved. A damned bet 
fellow. [ Afide.] Only as I was ſaying, I let hin 
have all my ready money to reJeem his great ſworl 
from limbo—But, Sir, I have a letter of credit ie 
Alcerman Fondlewife, as far as two hundred pounds, 
and this aſternoon you ſhall ſeeI am a perſon, ſuc 
a One as you would with to have met with 

Sharp. That you are, I'll be ſworn. Aldi. 
Why that's great, and like yourſelf. 

| Enter Captain Bluff. 

Sir Fo. O, here a' comes Ay, my Hector ot 
Troy! welcome, my bully, biy back; agad, My hean 
has gone a pit-pat for thee! a 40 

Biuff. How now, my young knight ! Not fit 
fear, | hope; he that knows me, muſt be a ſtranzet 
ro fear. 

Sir Jo. Nay, agad! I hate fear, ever ſince [ hal 
like do have died cf a fright But 

Bluff. But, look you here, boy! here's your = 
tidote, here's your Jeſuit's powder for 3 ſhaking 
fic——But who haft theu got with thee, is be © 


recover; but thanks to my better fortune }acitle ? 


{ Laying bis band upon bis ſui 


Sir 
will fis 
Bluj 
But hz 
upon t 
Sir 
Blu; 
] unde 
that lo 
Shar 
ed; f 
as Sir 
in ſom 
Blu 
are not 
Ing wi 
ing fo! 
me's r 
Sir * 
great, 
ing 1s 1 
this ge 
the we 
told 
Bla; 
may | 
Sha! 
Str * 
very w 
brave 
Shai 
ſeph. 
But 
was an 
tiſons 
low in 
were h 
the ear 
Shay 
this da 
Bluf, 
broad, 
Shar 
Blu 
115 
the his 
particu 
Shar 
or zaze 
Bluf 
Sir, th 
round, 
thing, 
teſide n 
poſt thi 
there v 
humble 
Was an 
ſhare i 
name 
would 
for a tr 
ſo muc 
Wars! 
had no 
Shar 
Sir 2 
Sharpe! 
read th 
Blu 
after 1 
don : 8 


Shar, 


Sir Jo. Ay, bully, a deviliſh ſmart fellow: a 
will fight like a cock. : 

Bluff. Say you ſo? Then I honour him—— 
But has he ; been abroad? for every cock will fight 
upon his own dunghill. 

Sir Fo, I don't know, but I'll prefent ou 

Bluff. I'll recommend myſelf Sir, I honour you: 
] underftand you love fighting. I reverence a man 
that loves fighting. Sir, I kiſs your hilts. 

Sharp. Sir, your ſervant ; but you are miſinform- 
ed; for unleſs it be to ſerve my particular friend, 
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s Sir Joſeph here, my country, or my religion, or 


in ſome very juſtifiable cauſe, I'm not for it. 

Bluff. O Lord! I beg your pardon, Sir; I find you 
ae not of my palatez you can't reliſh a diſh of fight- 
ing without ſweet ſauce. Now, I think fight- 
ing for fighting ſake's ſufficient cauſe; fighting to 
me's religion and the laws. | 

Si, Jo. Ah, well ſaid, my hero; was not that 
treat, Sir? By the lord Harry, he fays true; fight- 
ing is meat, drink, and cloth to him. But, back, 
this gentleman is one of the beſt iriends I have in 


the world, and ſaved my life laſt night—You know 


I told yo | | 

BluF. Ay! then I honour him again——Sir, 
may I crave your name? | 

Sharp, Ay, Sir, my name's Sharper, 

Sir Jo. Pray, Mr. Sharper, embrace my back; 
very well by the lord Harry, Mr Sharper, he's as 
brave as Cannibal, are not you, Bully-back ? 


ſeph. 

Pup Undoubtedly he did, Sir; faith, Hannibal 
was a very pretty fellow; but, Sir Joſeph, compa- 
riſons are odious, Hannibal was a very pretty fel- 
low in thoſe days, it muſt be granted—Burt, alas, Sir 
were he alive now, he would be nothing, nothing in 
the earth. ' | 

Sharp, How, Sir! I make a doubt if there be a! 
this day a greater general breathing. 

Bluff. Oh, excuſe me, Sir; have you ſerved a- 
broad, Sir ! | | 

Sbarp. Not I, really Sir. 


Sharp. Hanniba!, I believe you mean, Sir Jo- | 


Bluff. Oh, I thought ſo: why then you can 


know nothing, Sir; I am afraid you ſcarce know 
the hiſtory of the late war in Flanders, with all it's 
particulars. | 

Sharp. Not I, Sir, no more than publick letters 
or 2azettes tell us. 

Bluff. Gazettes! why there again, now; why. 
Sir, there are not three words of truth, the year 
round, put into the Gazette, I'Il tell you a ſtrange 
thing, now, as to that---You muſt know, Sir, Iwas 
refident in Flanders the laſt campaign; had a ſmal 
poſt there; but no matter for that. Perhaps, Sir, 
there was ſcarce any thing of moment done, but an 
humble ſervant of yours, that ſhall be nameleſs, 
was an eye-witneſs of; I won't ſay had the greateſt 
ſhare in't: though I might ſay that too, fince I 
name nobody, you know. Well, Mr. Sharper, 
would you think it? In all this time, as I hope 
for a truncheon, this raſcally Gazette-writer never 
lo much as once mentioned me; not once, by the 
wars! Took no more notice, than as if Nol Bluff 

a not been in the land of the living. 

barp. Strange! g 

dir Jo. Ves, by the lord Harry, tis true, Mr. 

harper; for I went every day to coffee-houſes to 
read the Gazette myſelf. ; 

H. Ay, ay, no matter.' You ſee, Mr. Sharper, 
after all, I am content to retire, live a private per- 

: Scipio and others have done it. 

p. Impudent rogue [Aſile. 


Sir Jo. Ay, this damned modeſty of yours— Agad, 
if he would put in for't, he might be made general 
himſelf yet. ; 

Bluff O ty, no, SirJoſeph—You know I hate this. 

Sir Fo. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how 
you eat fte once out of the mouth of a cannot 
agad, he did; thoſe impenetrable whiſkers of his have 
confronted flame t= | 

Bluff. Death! what do you mean, Sir Joſeph? 

Sir Fo. Look you now, I'll tell you he's io mo- 
deſt he'll own nothing. 1 

Bluff. Piſh! you have put me out, I have forgot 
what 1 was about, Pray, hola your tongue, and 
give me leave, [ Argrily. 

Sir Fo. I am dumb. | 

Bluff. This ſword, I think, I was telling you of, 
Mr. Sharper=—— This twerd, I'll maintain to be the 
beſt divine, anatomiſt, lawyer, or caſuiſt in Europe 
it ſnall decive a controverſy, or ſplit a cauſe 

Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak ; it will ſplit a 
hair; by the lord Harry, I have ſeen it. 

Bluff. Zounds, Sir it's a lie; you hare not ſeen 
it, nor ſhan't ſee it; Sir, I ſay you can't ſee 3 what 
d'ye ſay to that, now? ; | 

Sir Jo. 1 am blind. 

Bluff. Death ! had any other man interrupted 
6 

Sir Jo. Good Mr. Sharper, ſpeak to him; I dare 
not look that way, | 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Joſeph's penitent, 

Bluff. © lam calm, Sir, calm as a diſcharged 
culvenn — But *rwas inditcreet, when you know 
what will provoke me 
you know my heat's ſoon over. | 

Sir Fo. Well, I am a fool ſometimes——— Bot 
I'm forry. | 

Bir. Enough...” 

Sir Fo, Come, we'll go take a glaſs to drown ani- 
moſities; Mr. Sharper, will you partake ? a 

Sharp. I wait on you, Sir, Nay, pray Captain 
you are Sir Joſeph's back. { Exeunt. 

SCENE, Araminta's Apartment. 
Araminta and Belinda, Betty wailing. 

Belin. Ah | nay, dear— vr'ythee, good, 
dear, tweet couſin, no more, On, gad! I {wear 
you'd make one ſick to hear you. 8 

Aram. Bleſs me | what have I ſaid to move you 
thus ? 5 : 
Helin. O you have raved, talked idly, and all in 


commendation of that filthy, aukward, two-legg'd:. 


creature, man you don't know what you've ſaid, 
your fever has tranſported you, 
Aram. If love de the fever which you. mean, 
kind Heav'n avert the cure: let me have oil to feed 
chat flame, and never let it be extinct, till I myſeif 
am aſhes. | | 
Belin. There was a whine !—O gad, I hate your 


horrid fancy—this love is the devil; and ſure to be 


in love, is to be poſſeſs'd—'Tis in the head, the 


heart, the blood, the all over O gad, you 
are quite ſpoĩl'd -I ſhall loathe the fight of mankind 


tor your lake. « 


Aram. Fie! this is groſs affectation A 
little of Bellmour's company woula change the ſcene, 
Belin, Filthy fellow | 1 wonder, couſi 


Aram. 1 wonder, coufin, you thuuid imagine 1 


don't perceive you love him. \ 
Belin, Oh, I love your hideous fancy! Ha, ha, ha! 
love a man! 
Aram. Love a man ! yes, you would not love a beast. 
Belia. Of all beaſts, not an aſs—which is fo hKe 
your Vainlove—Lard, I have ſeen an aſs look o 
chagrin, ha, ha, ha! (you muſt pardon me, I can 


Nay, comes Sir Joſeph, | 


— — — Y ewes — 
— — 
4 


- lice———Lard, couſin, you talk oddly— Whatever 


ed to ſtay, 
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help laughing) that an abſolute lover would have 
concluded the poor creature to have had darts, and 
fiames, and altars, and all that, in his breaſt, A- 
raminta, come, I'l] talk ſeriouſly to you now; could 


come back here, you, Mrs, Figet==you are fo read 
to go to the footman—Here, take em all again, , 
mind's changed, I won't go. Exit Betty 

Aram. So! this I expected. You won't oblige 


you but ſee, with my eyes, the buffoonery of one 
ſcene of addrefs, a lover, ſet out with all his equi- 
page and appurtenances! O gad! ſure you would 
hut you play the game, and conſequently 


can't fee the miſcarriages obvious to every ſtander by. 


Aram. Yes, yes, I can ſee ſomething near it, 
when you and Bellmour meet. You don't Know | 
that vou dreamt of Bellmour laſt night, and cali'd | 
him aloud in your ſleep. | 

Helin. Piſh! I can't help dreaming of the devil 

ſometimes; would you from thence infer 1 love 
bim? 
Aram. But that's not all; you caught me in your 
arms when you named him, and preſs'd me to your 
bofom Sure, if I had not pinch'd you til! you 
wak'd, you had ſtifled me with kiſſes, 

Belin. O barbarous aſperfion ! 


me, then, couſin, and let me have all the company 
to myſelf ? 

Belin. No; upon deliberation, I have too much 
charity to truſt you to yourſelf, The devil watcher 
all opportunities; and in this favourable diſpoſition 
of your mind, Heaven knows how far you may be 
tempted : I am tender of your reputation, 

Aram, I am obliged to you——But who's mall. 
cious now, Belinda ? w 

Belin. Not I; witneſs my heart, I ſtay out of 
pure affection, 

Aram. In my conſcience I believe vou. 

Enter Bellmour, Vainlove, and Footman. 

Bell. So, fortune be praiſed! To find you both 
within, ladies, i RS 

Aram. No miracle, T hope i 

Bell. Not o'your fide, Madam, I confeſs : but 
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» Aram. No aſperſion, couſin, we are alone—Nay pþmy tyrant, there, and I, are too buckets that can 


I] can tell you more, 
Belin, I deny it all. | 
Aram. What, before you hear it ? DR 
Belin. My genial is premeditated, like your ma- | 


the matter is, o'my ſoul, I'm afraid you'll follow 
evil courſes. | . | 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha! this is pleaſant. 
Belin. You may laugh, but. 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha! 
Belin. You think the malicious grin becomes 
you— The devil take Bellmour, Why do you tell 
me of him ? . 
Aram. Oh, is it come oüt—now you are angry, 
T am ſure you love him. I'Il tell nobody elſe, cou- 
ſin— ! have not betrayed you yet. 5 
Belin. Pr'ythee, tell it all the world; it's falſe. 
Aram. Come, then, kiſs and friends. 
Belin. Fiſh! : 
Aram. Pr'ythee, don't be ſo peeviſh. 
Belin. Pr'ythee, don't be ſo impertinent—Betty ! 
Aram, Ha, ha, ha! „ 

Betty. Did your ladyſhip call, Madam? 75 
Belin. Get my hoods and tippet, and bid the foot 
man call a chair. le etz 

Aram. I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, 
couſin. | | | 
a Enter Footman. ( 

Foot. Madam, there are 

Belin, Is there a chair? 

Fort. No, Madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and 
Mr, Vainlove, to wait upon your l:dythip. 

Aram. Are they below ? 

Foot. No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if 
you were at home. | 

Belis. The viſit's to you, couſin, I ſuppoſe I am 
at my libercy, 


Aram. Be ready to ſhew 'em up, [ Exit Footman. | 


8 Enter Betty with Hinds and Looking-glaſse 

] can't tell, couſin, -1 believe we are equally con- 
cerned; but if you continue your humour, it won't 
be very entertalning—I know ſhe'd fain be perſuad- 
[ Afi. 
Belin. I ſhall oblige you in leaving you to the full 
nd free enjoyment of that converſation you admire. 
Let me ſee ; hold the glaſe—Lard, I look wretch- 

wdly to-day ! | | 

Aam. Betty, why don't you help my couſin ? 

| | Putting on her hoods. 
Belin. Hold off your fills, 3nd fee that he gets a 
chait with a high roof, or a very low ſeat.— Stay, 


] 


* 


never come together. 
Belin. Nor are ever like. 
and claſh. | 
Bell. How, never like! Marry, Hymen forbid, 
But this is to run ſo extravagantly in debt; I have 
laid out ſuch a world of love in your ſervice, that 


Yet we often meet 


| you think you can never be able to pay me all; fo 
ſhun me, for the ſame reaſon that you would a dun, 


Belin. Ay, on my contcience, and the moſt im- 
pertinent and troubleſome of duns—A dun for mo- 
ney will be quiet, when he ſees his debtor has not 
wherewithal— But a dun for love is an eternal tor- 
ment, that never reſts — 

Bell. *Tis he has created love where there waz 
none, and then gets it for his pains. For impor- 
tunity in love, like importunity at court, firſt 
creates it's own intereſt, and then purſues it for the 
fa vour. | 

Aram. Favours that are got by ifipudence and 


importunity, are like diſcoveries from the rack, 


when the afflicted perſon, for his eaſe, ſometimes 
confeiles ſecrets his heart knows nothing of. 

Vain. I ſhould rather think, favours, ſo gained, 
to be due rewards to indefatigable devotion. For 
as Love is a deity, he muſt be ſerved by prayer. 

Belin. O gad ! would you would all pray to love, 
then, and let us alone. 

Vain. You are the temples of Love, and *tis through 


you, our devotion muſt be conveyed. 


Aram. Rather, poor filly idols of your own mak- 


ing, which, upon the leaſt diſpleaſure, you forſake, 
| 2nd ſet up new 


Every man, now, changes bis 
miſtreſs and his religion, as his humour varics ot 
his intereſt, | 
Vain, O Madam — : 
Aram. Nay, come, I find we are growing feri- 
ous, and then we are in great danger of being dull. 
Bell. Why, you won't hear me with patience» 
Aram, What's the matter, couſin? 
Bell. Nothing, Madam, only 
Belin. Pr'ythee, hold thy tongue Lard] he 
has ſa peſter'd me with flames and ſtof.— 
think 1 ſhan't endure the fight of a fire this twelve 
month, | | 
Bell. Vet all can't melt that cruel, frozen heat. 
Belin. You ſaid that once before. If yo 
muſt talk impertinently, for Heaven's fake, 12 
be with variety; don't come always, like the deri 
wrapt in flames I'll not hear a ſentence more, that 
begins with an, I burn -—-or an, I beſeech ou, Mas 
dam? ; | 
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am very tractable. \ 
Belin., Then, know, I would be ador'd in ſilence. 


Bell. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have 


all the talk to yourfelf----You had better let me 
ſpeak ; for if my thoughts fly to any pitch, I ſhall 
make villainous ſigns. 

Belin, What will you get by that? to make ſuch 
ſigns as won't underſtand. 

Bell. Ay, but if I'm tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all 
my actions free, to---quicken your apprehenſion- 
and 'gad, let me tell you, my moſt prevailing ar- 
gument is expreſs'&in dumb-ſhew. 

Aram. If you'll walk into the next room, I'll 
entertain you with a ſong, to divert the diſcourſe 
w—— Yo] bring my couſin, 
Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her; 
but I'll make figns. + | 


—— * * 
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Bell. But tell me how you would be ador'd-——1 


Silo, How, dear Lucy? 5 
Lucy. You know Araminta's diſſembled coyneſs 
has won, and keeps Mm hers — . | 

Silv, Could we perſuade him, that ſhe loves 
another. - | | > 

Lucy. No, you're out; could we perſuade him, 
that the doats on him, himſelf —Contrive a kind 
letter as from her; twould diſguſt his nicety, and 
take away his ſtomach, By > I 

Silv. Impefible! will never take. 

Lucy. Trouble not your head. Let me alone, I 
will inform myſelf of what paſt between em to- 
day, and about. it ſtraight.— Hold, I'm miftaken, 
or that's Heartwell, who ſtands talking at the cor- 
ner; *tis he- Go get you in, Madam, receive him 
pleaſantly, dreſs up your face in innocence and 
(miles, and diſſemble the very want of diflimula- 
tior—You know what will take him. 


4 


| { Addreſſes Belinda in dumb ſberv. 

B-lin, Oh, foh ! your dumb rhetorick is more ri- 
diculous than your talking impertinence. 

Bell. Well, 1 find my apiſhneſs has paid the ran- 
ſom for my ſpeech, and fet it at liberty—tho', 1 
confeſs, I could be well enough pleas'd to drive on 
a love bargain, in that ſilent manner—"T would 
fave a man 2a world of lying and ſwearing at the 
year's end. Beſides, I have had a little experience, 
that brings to mind — 

When wit and reaſon both have fail'd to move; 
Kind looks and actions (from ſucceſs) do prove, 

E'en filence may be eloquent in love. 


„ III. 
SCENE, the Street. | 
Silvia and Lucy. 
'J IL Lhe not come, then? | 
Lucy, Yes, yes, come, I warrant 
will go in, and be ready to receive 


Site, | 


him, if you 
kim, r 
Silv. Whom mean you? ß 
Lucy. Whom -you ſhould mean, Heartwell. | 
Silv. Senſeleſs creature! I meant my Vainlove. 
Lacy. You may as ſoon hope to recover your own ' 
maidenhead as his love. Therefore, een ſet your 
heart at reſt, and in the name of opportunity mind 
your own buſineſs. Strike, Heartwel!, home, be- 
fore the baĩt's worn off the hooks Age will come, 
He nibbled fairly yeſterday; and, no doubt, will 
he eager enough to-day to ſwallow the temptation, 
Sitv. Well, fince there's no remedy— Vet tell 
me—for I wou'd know, though to the anguiſh of 
my foul ; how did he refuſe? Tell me——how did 
be receive my letter, in anger or in ſcorn ? 
Lucy, Neither; but what was ten times worſe, 
with damn'd ſenſeleſs indifference. By this light, 
I could have ſpit in his face—Receive it! Why %4 
received it as 1 would one of your lovers that ſhould 
come empty-handed; as à court lord does his mer 
eer's bill, or a begging dedication—he received it, 
as if t had been à letter from his wife. 
Silky. What ! did he not read it? 
_ Lucy, Humm'd it over, gave you his reſpects, 
and ſaid, he would take time to peruſe it, but then 
e was in haſte. . | 
| . Bk. ReſpeRts, and peruſe it! He's gone, and 
4 raminta has bewiteh'd him from me. Oh, how 
name of rival fires my blood ! eternal ;ealouſy 


Atend her love, and diſappointment meet his, 
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which conſequently I ought to ſhun as I would in- 


conceal it: but J'll do my weak endeavour, though 


11 fear I have no art. 


. Lucy, Hang art, Madam, and truſt to. nature for 
diſſembling. pr | 


Man, was by nature woman's creature made, ' 
Enter Heartwell, Vainlove and Bellmour following» 
Silvia ? 


thee, let's try if we can hear him. 1885 

Heart, Why, whither, in the devil's name, am I 
a going now? Hum !—let me think—ls not this 
Silvia's h&uſe, the cave of that enchantreſs, and 


fection? To enter here, is to put on the envenom'd 
ſhirt, to run into the embraces of a fever, and in 
ſome raving fit, be led to plunge myſelf into that 
more conſuming fire, a woman's arms. Ha! well 


recollected, I will recover my reaſon and be gone. 


Bell, Now Venus forbid ! 

Vain, Huſh n 
Heart. Well, Why do you not move? Feet do 
your office Not one inch; ho, foregad, I'm 
caught — There ſtands my north, and thither- my 
needle points. - Now could 1 cyrſe myſelf, yet cah- 
not repent. O thou delicious, damn'd, dear de- 
ſtructive woman]! *Sdeath, how the young fellows 
will hoot me! I ſhall be the jeſt of the town; hay, 


ſung in woe ful ballad, to the tune of theſuperannuattd 
maiden's comfort, or the batchelor's fall; and upon 
the third, I ſhall be hang'd in effigy, paſted up fbr 
the examplary ornament of coblers ftalls—Death, 
| can't think on't—1'llrun' into the danger to loſe 
the apprehenſion. | [ Exit. 
Bell. A very certain remedy, probatum efi— Ha, 
ha, ba! poor George, thou art i' th' right, thou 
haſt ſold thyſelf ta laughter; the ill- natur d town 
will find the jeſt juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, 
ha + how, a' ftruggled, like an old lawyer between 
two fees, In 
Vain, Or a young wench, between pleaſure and 
reputation. ; | 

Bell. Or, as you did to-day, when, half afraid, 
you ſnach'd a kiſs from Araminta. 

Vain. She has made a quarrel on't, 

Bell. Pauh, women are only angry at fuch of- 
fences, to have the pleaſure of forgiving em. 

Vain. And Ilove to have the pleaſure of making 
my peace II ſhould not eſteem a pardon, if 
too eaſily won. 


ict I have that in my head 27 mike wiſ- 


bp 
. 
x 


Siu. Tis as hard to counterfeit love, as it is to 


We never are but by ourſelves betray'd. [| Exeunt. 
Bell. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heartwell going to 
Vain. He's talking to bimſelf, I think; priy- 


in two days, I expeCt to be chronicled in ditty, and 


Bell. Fhou doſt not know what thou wovld'ſt be 
lat; Whether chou 1 have her angty ot 
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pless'd. 


| ject? 


eeſs. 


wears, as I'm informed, upon one eye, 28 a penal 


I ſhall uſe the robes. 
Set. 1 ſhall, Sir, ——2o— 1 wonder to which of 


the detter acquainted with my parts, employs me as a 


power over him in the reign of my miſtreſs : but 
. he is too true a valet de chambre not to affect his 


to all this valiant as Hercules that is, paſſively 


. bis greatneſs by pimping. 


for a contemplative pimp. 


thou vile difturber 
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Could'ſt thou be content to marry Ara-: 
minta? | z\ 
Vain, Could you be content to go to heaven ? 
Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my conſcience, 
not heartily? I'd do a little more good in my gene - 
ration firſt, in order to deſerve it. 
Vain. Nor I to marry Araminta, till I merit her, 
Bell. But how the devil doſt thou expect to get 
her; if ſhe never yield? | 
Vain. That's true; but I woU² 
Be!l. Marry her without her conſent. Thou'rt 
a riddle beyond woman | 


Enter Setter, 
Trufſty Setter, what tidings? How goes the pro- 


Set. As all wicked projects do, Sir, with ſuc- 


Bell, A good hearing, Setter. | 

Vain. Well, I'll leave you with your engineer. 

Be/l. And haſt thou provided neceſſaries? 

Set. All, all, Sir. The large ſanctified hat, and 
the little preciſe band, with a ſwinging long ſpi- 


ritual cloak, to cover carnal knavery—not forget- 


ting the black patch, which Tribulation Spintext 


mourning for the ogling offences of his youth; and 
ſame ſay, with that eye, he firſt diſcovered the 
frailty of his wife. | OO | 
Bell. Well, in this fanatic father's habit will! 
confeſs Lætitia. | 1 

Set. Rather prepare her for confeſſion, Sir, by 
helping her to fin, 3 

Bell. Be at your maſter's lodging in the evening, 
[Exeunt Bell. and Vain. 


theſe two gentlemen 1 do moſt properly appertain— 
the one uſes me as his attendant ; the other, being 


pimp. Why, that's much the more honourable em- 
ployment—by all means! fellow one as my maſter, 
c' other follows me as his conductor. 1 


A, OR. Enter Lucy. | 
Lucy. There's the hang-dog, his man-! had a 


maſter's faults; and conſequently is revolted from 
his allegiance, 5 | © 
Ser. Undoubtedly, tis impoſlible to be a pimp and 


not a man of parts; that is, without being poli- 


tick, diligent, ſecret, wary, and ſo forth—And: 


valiant and actively obedient. Ah! Setter, what 
A treaſure is here loſt for want of being known! 
Lucy. Here's ſome villainy a-foot, he's ſo thought- 
ful; may be I may diſcover ſomething in my maſk 
= Worthy Sir, a word with you. | Puts on ber maſk. 
Ser, Why, if I were known, I might come to be 
a great man SEN 
Lucy. Not to interrupt your meditation 
Set. And | ſhould not be the firſt that has procured 


„ 


Lucy, Now poverty and the pox light upon thee, 


Ser. Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt 
awakened me from my dream of glory? Speak, 


Lucy. Of thy moſt vile cogitation:. thou poor, 
conceſted wretch, how wert thou valuing thyſelf 
upon thy maſter's employment? For he's the hefd 
pimp to Mr. Bellmour. | 
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75 Lucy. Ves, I know both maſter and man to be- 

Set. To be men, perhaps nay, faith, Bke enough; 
I often march in the rear of my maſter, and enter 
the breaches which he has made. 

Lucy, Ay, the breach of faith, which he hy 
begun. Thou traitor to thy lawful princeſs! 

Set. Why, how now! pr'ythee who art? Ly 
by that worlely face and produce thy natural viz, 
Lucy. No, firrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee, 
and leave thee without hopes of revenge, 

Ser. Oh! I begin to ſmoak ye. Thou art ſome far. 
ſaken Abigail; we have dallied with thee herete. 
fore — and art come to tickle thy imagination 
with remembrance of iniquity paſt. BE 

Lucy. No, thou pitiful flatterer of thy maſtery 
imperfections; thou maukin, made up of the frei: 
and parings of his ſuperfluous fopperies. | 
Set. Thou art thy miſtreſs's ſoul's ſelf, compoſg 
of her unſullied iniquities and cloathing. 

Lucy. Hang thee—beggar's cur— Thy maſter it 
dut a mumper in love, lies canting at the gate; byt 
never dares preſume to enter the houſe, 
Set. Thou art the wicket to thy miſtrefs's gate, 
to be opened for all comers. In fine, thou art the 
high road to thy miſtreſs. | 
Lucy. Beaſt, filthy toad, I can hold no longer! 
look and tremble, | | Una. 
Set. How, Mrs. Lucy! 

Lucy. 1 wonder thou haſt the impudence to look 
me in the face. a | | 

Set, Adſbud, who is in the fault, miſtreſs of 
mine? Who flung the firſt ſtone? Who undern - 
lued my funRion ? And who the devil could know 
ydu by inſtinct? 

Lucy. You could know my office by inftind, 
and be hanged, which you haye flandered moft 
abominably. It vexes me not what you have ſai 
of my perſon: but that my innocent calling ſhould 
be expoſed and ſcandaliz'd-—1 cannot bear it, 

Set. Nay, faith, Lucy, I'm forryz I'll own my- 
ſelf to blame, though we were both in fault as to 
our offices—Come, I'll make you any reparations 

Lucy, Swear. : 

Ser. I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my power. 
Lucy. To be brief then ; what is the reaſon you! 
maſter did not appear to-day, according to the 
ſummons I brought him? 

Set. To anſwer you as briefly—-He has a cauſe to 
be tried in another court. | 

Lucy. Come tell me, in plain terms, how fore 
Ward he is with Araminta. | = 

Set. Too forward to be turned back Though he! 
a little in diſgrace at preſent about a iſe which lt 
forced. You and I can kiſs, Lucy, without all that, 
Lucy. Stand off He's a precious jewel · 
Set. And therefore you'd have him to let in yout 
lady's locket.. - | 
Lucy. Where is he now? 

Set. He'll be in the piazza preſently. 

Lucy. Remember to-day's behaviour——--Let it 
ſee you with a penitent face. | 

Set. What no token of amity, Lucy ? You and 
I don't uſe to part with dry lips. | 
Lucy. No, no, avaunt I'll not be ſlabber d at 
kiſs'd now, I'm not i' th' humour. _ 

Set. I'll not quit you ſo=———}']l follow and pWt 
you into the humour. Exe 

Enter Sir Joſeph Wittoll and Bluff. 

Bluff. And ſo out of your unwonted gener 1. 

Sir Jo. And good- nature, back; I am good-06 
tur'd and I can't help it. le 

Bluff. You have given him a note upon Fons 


Ser. Good words, damifel, or | ſhall==—But how 
dolt thou know my matter or me ? 


wife for a kundred pound. 


Sir Jo. Ay, ay, poor fellow, he ventur'd fair 
t. 


Buff. You have diſoblig'd me in it for I have 
eccafion for the money, and if you would look me in 
the face again and live, go, and force him to re-de- 
liver you the note 890 —-and bring it me 
hither. I'll ſtay here for vou. | 

Sir Jo. You may ſtay till the day of judgment 
then, by the Lord Harry. I know better things 
than to be run through the guts for a hundred} 

ad- why, I give that hundred pound for being 
bived, and d'ye think, an' there were no danger, I 1: 
be ſo ungrateful to take it from the gentleman again? 

Bluff. Well, go to him from me—Tell him, 1 
fay, he muſt refund——or bilbo's the word, and 
laughter will enſue —if he refuſe, tell him 
but whiſper that — tell him— I'll pink his} 
foul——but whiſper that ſoftly to him. 

Sir Jo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't, 
E warrant ou — Why, what a devil's the mat- 
ter, bully, are you mad! Or d'ye think I'm mad ? 
Aged, for my part, I don't love to be the meſſen- 
ger of ill news ; tis an ungrateful office=So tell 
him yourſelf. | | 

B off By theſe hitts, I believe he frightened you 
into this'compolition, I believe you gave it him out 
ef fear, pure paltry fear —— —Confeſs. 

Sir Fo. No, no, hang't, I was not afraid, nei- 
cher though I confefs he did in a manner ſnap me 
up=»yet | can't ſay that it was altogether out of 
fear, but partly to prevent miſchief—for he was a 
deviliſh cholerick fellow, And if my choler had 
been up too, agad, there would have been miſchief 
done, that's flat. And yet, I believe, if you had 
been by, I would as ſeon have let him a' had a 
hundred of my teeth. Adſhart, if he would come 
now, juſt when I'm angry, I'd tell him Mum. 


Enter Bellmour and Sharper. 
Dell. Thou'rt a lucky rogue; there's your bdene- 
» you ought to return him thanks, now you 
have received the favour. | 
Sharp. Sir Joſeph—your note was accepted, and 
the money paid at fight, I'm come to return my 
'Qanks. . | 
74 They won't be accepted ſo readily as the 
ill, Sir. hs 
Bell. I doubt the knight repents, Tom—He looks 
like the knight of the ſorrowful face. 
Sharp. This is a double generofity—Do me a 


kindneſs, and refuſe my thanks-—But I hope yaw; 


are not offended, that I offered them, without any 
offence to you, Sir. | 

Sir Jo. May be I am, Sir; may be I am not, 
Sit=may be I am both, Sir.—-What then? I hope 
I may be offended. 

Sharp. Hey day! Captain, what's the matter? 
Lou can tell. 

B.. Mr. Sharper, the matter is plain —Sir Jo- 
leph has found out your trick, and does not care to 
be put upon, being a man of honour. q 

Sharp. Trick, Sir! = 

Sir Jo. Ay, trick, Sir, and won't be put upon, 
Sir, being a man of honour, Sir; and ſo, Sir 
Sharp, Heark'e, Sir Joſeph, a word with you 
in conſideration of ſome favours lately received, l 
* not have you draw yourſelf into a premunire, 

7 truſting to that ſign of a man there—that pop- 
gun charged with wind. | 

ir Jo. O lord, O lord, captain, come juſtify 

JourſelfI'U give him the lie, if you'll Rand to it. 
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Sir Fo, Captain, will you fee thiz? Won't you 
pink his ſoul? 


Buff. Huſh, tis not ſo convenient now! ſhall 
find a time. 


You were the incendiary— There's to put you in 
mind of your time—A memorandum. [ Kicks bim. 

Bluff. Oh, this is your time, Sir, you had beſt 
make uſe on't. ; 


you, I Xii: bia. 
Bluff. You are obliging, Sir, but this z8 tov pub- 


You are to be ſcen again. 


felt-—as for example. 


[Kicks bim. 


cold, and had no other way to get himſelf a heat. 


Bluff. Very vel very fine — But tis no 
matters not this fine, Sir ſoſeph? 

Sir Jo. Indifferent, agad, in my «opinion very 
indifferent I'd rather go plain all my life than 
wear ſuch finery. | 


Sir Jo. O lord, his anger was not raiſed before 


gone Put up, put up, dear back, 'tis your 
Sir Joſeph begs. Come, let me kiſs thee» So, ſo, 
put up, put up. | „„ 
Bluff. By Heav'n! 'tis not to be put u 
3. . What, bully? | e 
B'uff. The affront. | 
Sir Jo. No, agad, no more tis, for that's put 
up already; thy ſword 1 mean, 
Bluff. Well, Sir Joſeph, at your intreaty—Bat 
were not you, my friend, abus'd, and cuff'd, and 
kick'd? | [ Putting us bis ſword. 
Sir Jo. Ay, ay, ſa were you too no matter, cis 
paſt, e | 
B'uff. By the immortal thunder of great guns, 
tis falſe he ſucks not vital air who dares affirm 
it to this face. { Looks big, 
Sir Fo. To that face, I grant you, captain=-No, 
no, I grant you— Not to that face, by the lord 
Harry.—lf you had put on your fighting face be- 
fore, you had done his bufineſt=ohe durſt as ſoon 
have kiſs'd you, as kick'd you te2your face — But a 
man can no more help what's done behind his back, 
than what's ſaid, - Come, we'll think no more of 
what's paſt. 4 
BlufF..\'Il call a council of war within to conſider 
of my revenge to come. | { Exeunt, 
383 CEN E, Silvia's Apartment, 
Eater Heartwell and Silvia. 
| $S ON S. : 
As Amoret and Thyrfis lay 
Melting the hours in gentle play; 
Joining faces, mingling kiſſes, 
| And exchanging harmleſs bliſſes. 
He trembling cry'd, with eager baſte, 
O let me feed as well as taſte, 
I die, if I'm not wholly, wbolly bleſs'd, 
| After the ſong, a dance of antichs. 
Sik. Indeed, it 1s very fine could ſooł upon 
'em all day. | | 


you look upon me? 
Sil. If you could ſing and dance ſo, I ſhould 
love to look upon you too. 


A | Nay, than, I'll be beforehand with you; 


[Cufft bim. Heart, Whys Your I ſung and 4anc'd; I gave 


W re rn HF * 


Sharp, What do you mutter about a time, raſcal? | 


Sharp. 'Egad, and ſo I will. There's again for 


lick a place to thank you in: but in your ear 
Sharp. Ay, thou inimitable coward, and to be 


Bell. Ha, ha, ha! pr'ythee, come away; tis 
ſcandalous to kick this puppy, unleſs s man were 


[Exit Sharper. | 


Bluff. Death and hell, to be affronted thus! I'll. 


die before I' ſuffer it. [ Draw, 


Nay, dear captain, don't be in a paſſion, now he's 


; 


Heart. Well, has this prevail'd for me, and will 
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company in the mean time: but you . 


12 
muſick to the voice, and life to their meaſures— Heart. Damn her, let her go, and a good nd. Fon! 
Look you here, Silvia. [Pulling out a purſe and dance Yet ſo much tenderneſs and beayty, come 
chinting it.] Here are ſongs and dances, poetry and and honeſty together, is a jewel---Stay, Silvia=.. Levite 
mufick—hark! how ſweetly one guinea rhymes, to But then to marry--- Why every man plays the fool that h 
another and how they dance to the muſick of their once in his life: but to marry is playing the fool Sincer 
own chink. This buys all t'other—and this thou | all one's life long, tabern 
ſhalt have; this, and all that I'm worth for the | Silv. What do you call me for ? 1 huſban 
purchaſe of thy love. Say, is it mine then, ha? | Heart. Ill give thee all | have; and thou ſhalt that e 
Speak, ſyren—5Oons, why do I look on her! Yet live with me in every thing ſo like my wife, the upon 
J- muſt— Speak, dear angel, devil, (aint, witch ; world ſhall believe it : nay, thou ſhalt think ſo thy. wife u 
do not rack me with ſuſpenſe! e -only let me not think ſo. Bar 
; Sitv, Nay, don't ſtare at me ſo-You make me Sil. No, I' die before Il be your whore thing 
bluſh I cannot look. b | as well as I love you. | Fon 
Heart. Oh, manhood, where art tYou? What] Heart. [ Afide, ] A woman, and ignorant, may & tha 
am | cometo? A woman's toy at theſe years! Death, be honeſt, when tis out of obſtinacy and contradie- Bar 
a bearded baby for a girl to dandle. Can you love | tion---But, ſdeath, it is but a may-be, and upon Fon 
me, Silvia? Speak. | : {ſcurvy term — Well, farewel then——if | can a ſuffi 
Site, 1 dare not freak *cill I believe you, and in- et out of fight, I may get the better of myſelf. . vie. 
deed I'm afraid to believe you yet. : Si. Well, good bye. [Turns and weeps, Bar 
Heart. Death how her innocence torments and | Heart. Ha! Nay, come, we'll kiſs at parting,.--« cient | 
pleaſes. me! Lying, child, is indeed the art of love; Kiſſes ber.] By Heav'n her kiſs is ſweeter than li- of tak 
and men are generally maſters in it: but I'm ſo ; berty I will marry thee . There thou ings, t 
newly entered, you cannot diſtruſt me of any {ki} haſt don't, All my reſolves melted in that Rif Fn, 
In the treacherous myſtery—— Now, by my foul, [One more, | Go, al 
i I cannot lye, though it were to ſerve a friend or | Silv, But when! 3 her ſo1 
1 gain a miſtreſs. Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; I will not I go. 
[ Siu. Muſt you lye then, if you ſay you love me? give myſelf liberty to think, left I ſhould cool---l reaſon 
9 Heart. No, no, dear ignorance, thou beauteous will about a licence ſtraight In the evening jealou: 
chuangeling— ! tell thee, I do love thee, and tell it expect me One kiſs more, to confirm me boſom 
N for a truth, a naked truth, which I'm aſhamed to mad z ſo. * 30 [Exit Heart. am olc 
| diſcover, | Silv. Ha, ha, ha! an old fox trapp'd—— marry, 
1 Sil. But love, they ſay, is 2 tender thing. Yon Enter Lucy. and te 
ö look ready io fright one, and talk as if your paſſion | Bleſs me! you frighted me; 1 thought he had been iag— 
| were not love, but anger, | | come again, and had heard me, But how halt thou alſo te 
| Heart. Tis both; for I am angry with myſelf, ſucceeded? 3 | I fear 
1 when I am pleaſed with you— And a pox upon me Lucy. As you would wiſh---fince there is #0 re- nay, d 
, for loving thee ſo well. |claiming Vainlove; I have found out a pique, ihe, Ay, b 
; Silo. Indeed, if I were well aſſur'd you loy'd— has taken at him; and have fram'd a letter that has re: 
| but how can I be well aſur'd ? makes her ſue for ceconciliation firſt, I know that ſuſpect 
| Heart. Take the ſymptoms and afk all the | will do----walk in, and I'll ſhew it you. Come, And ut 
[ tyrants-of thy ſex, if their fools are not known by | Madam, you're like to have a happy time on't, both canſt r 
| this party-roloured livery—I am melancholic when |y0vT love and anger fatisfied All that can charm mum. 
| thou art abſent; look like an aſs when thou art our {ex conſpire to pleaſe you, i | 
} preſent ; wake for thee when I ſhould ſleep; and| That woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed night, Let 
even dream of thee when I am awake; ſigh much, Whom love and vengeance both at once delight. mo 
j drink little, est leſs, court ſolitude, am grown ver | I E on, 
1 entertaining to myſelf, and, as I am nee F ——.. : . how d. 
| very troubleſome to every body elſe. If this be not K e IV. the ſin 
Jove it is madneſs, and then it is pardonable SCENE, the ſtreet. Let 
Nay, yet a more certain fign than all this; I give | Enter Bellmour, in a Fanarick Habit, and Setter, Fang 
thee my money. | Bell. ? IS pretty near the hour. | Locking on I am 4 
Silu. Ay, but that is no ſign; for they ſay, is wvatch.] Well, and how, Setter; Triby] 
gentlemen will give money to any naughty woman ha, does my hypocriſy fit me ; ha, does it fit eaſy conſide 
to come to them—0 Gemini, I hope you don't|on me? f Tow 
mean ſo---for I won't be a whore, | Set. O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. *Sbud, Sir, 2 
Heart. The more is the pity, [ Aſide. |away quickly, there's Fondie wife juſt turn'd the ber 
Silv. Nay, if you wou'd marry me, you ſhould corner, and's coming this way. uch tl 
not come to me. But do you intend to marry me? | Bell. Gads ſo, there is, he muſt not ſee me. h Fon 
Heart. That a fool ſhould aſk ſuch a malicious Enter Fondiewife and Bainaby. - ad, 
queſtion! Death! I ſhall be drawn in, before I| Fond. I (ay, I will tarry at home. | P Let 
know where Jam However, I find lam pretty] Bar. Bu!, Sir. | = ” 
ſure of her conſent, if 1 am put to it. [Afide.] | Fond. Good lack! I profeſs the ſpirit of contra- dear! 
Marry you ? No, no, I'll love you, diction hath poſſeis'd the lad—1 ſay, I will carry at net aff 
Silv. Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry | home, varlet. | | i _ 
me ; what, don't I know my father lov'd my mo-| Bar. I have done, Sir, then farewel five hundred 74 
ther, and was marry'd to her! pound. * Joi 
Heart. Al, ay, in old days people married where | Fond. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you [ev wh I 
| they lov'd: but that faſhion is chang'd, ehild. | word, ſay you, with his wife? Wich Comfort her- "ayes 
| Silo. No, no, I'm not ſuch a fool neither, but felf. | 1 
\ Tcan keep myſelf honeſt.—-Here, 1 won't keep any | Bar. 1 did; and Comfort will fend Tribulation ; whey 
' thing chat's yours, I hate you now, {Throws the [hither as ſoon as ever he comes home—1 coul: a ik 
| $9771 and 'i never fee you again, 'cauſe you'd brought young Mr. Prig, to have kept my miſtre 12 
de me naughts _ * EY 


T come near my doors. I ſay he is a wanton young 
Na Levite, and pampereth himſelf up with dainties, 
ol chat he may-look lovely in the eyes of women 
ol Sincerely, © am afraid, he hath already defiled the 
tabernacle of our ſiſter Comfort; while her good 
| huſband is deluded by his godly appearance l ſay, 
lt that even luſt doth ſparkle in his eyes, and glow 
ne upon his cheeks, and that I would as ſoon truſt my 
yo wife with a lord's high-fed chaplain. 
Bar. Sir, the hob: draws nigh and no- 

„ding will be done there till you come. 

Fond. And nothing can be done here till I go 

ay So that I'll tarry d'ye ſee. * 

IC Far. And run the hazard to loſe your affair, Sir 

on Fond. Good lack ! good lack I profeſs it is 

an a ſufficient vexation, for a man to have a handſome 
wife, 135 

p.. Bar. Never, Sir, but when the man is an inſuffi- 

nod cient huſband, Tis then, indeed, like the vanity 

lie of taking a fine houſe, and yet be forc'd to let-lodg- 

108 ings, to help to pay the rent, 

— Find. I profeſs, a very apt compariſon, varlet. 
Go, and bid my Cocky come out to me; Iwill give 
her ſome inſtructions; I will reaſon with her before 

not Igo. [Exit Bar.] And in the mean time, I will 

—1 reaſon with myſelf— Tell me, Iſasc, why art thee 

ing jealous; why art thee diſtruftful of the wife of thy 

me boſom ?—Becauſe ſhe is young and vigorous, and I 

art. am old and impotent — Then, why didſt thee 

— marry, Iſaac ? Becauſe ſhe was beautifu) 
and tempting, and becauſe I was obſtinate and doat- 

een ing And will not that which tempted thee, 

hou allo tempt others, who. will tempt her, Iſaac / 

I fear it much But does not thy wife love thee, 
re- nay, doat upon thee; Yes —— Why, then 
the, Ay, but to fay truth, ſhe's fonder of me than ſhe 
that has reaſon to be; and in the way of trade, we til] 
that ſuſpect the ſmootheſt dealers of the deepeſt defigns— 
me; And that ſhe has ſome defigns deeper than tho 

'oth canſt reach, th'ſt experimented, laac————}yt 

arm mum. PE 

3 Enter Læticia. 
Læt. 1 hope my deareſt jewel is not going to leave 

ght. me — are you, Nykin ? 6 


Fond. Wife Have you thoroughly conſider'd 
how deteſtable, how heinous, and how crying a ſin, 


the ſin of adultery is? Have you weigh'd it, | ſay ?|Nykin once more, and then get you in 


Let. Bleſs me! what means my dear 


er, Fond. ¶ Aſide.] I profeſs ſhe has an alluring eye; 

on ] am doubtful whether I ſhall truſt her, even with 
ter; Tribulation himſelf. Speak, I ſay, have you 

eaſy conſidered what it is to cuckold your huſband ? 

Ler. | Aſide.] I'm amas'd: ſure he has diſcovered 

Sir, nothing Who has wrong'd me to my deareft / 

| the I hope my jewel does not think that ever I had any 

ſuch thing in my head, or ever will have. 

; * No, no, I tell you J ſhall have it in my 

P* Pad, | ; 

| Let, Aſide.] I know not what to think. But 

Im reſolved to find the meaning of it Unkind 

ntra- dear! Was it for this you ſent to call me? Is it 


nat affli tion enough that you are to leave me, but. 
you muſt ſtudy to encreaſe it by unjuſt ſuſpicipns ? 
(Crying. Weil-—welk———you know my: fondneſs, 
ant you love to tyrannize Go on, cruel man, 
triumph over my poor heart, while it holds, 
nich cannot be long, with this uſage of yours—— 
ut that's what you want——Well, you will have 
Jour ends ſoon—— You will—you will Yes, 
It will break to oblige you. [ Sighs, 


Fond. Verily, 1 fear I have carried the zeſt too 


ation 
| have 
ſtreſs 


2 * * —— — 


— — Benenns 
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Find, How, how, ſay varlet! I ſay let him not 


1 


| 


— en ea 


— 


_- 
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tis the fondeſt fool-----Nay, Cocky, Cocky, nay⸗ 
e don't cry, I was but in jeſt, I was not, 
ifeck, 2 e 
Let. O then, all's ſafe. I was tertibly aff gght- 
ed. | Afide ]— My affliction is always your jefty 
barbarous man! Oh, that I ſhould love to this de- 
gree! ye . 
Fond. Nay, Cocky, £4 #1 
Let. No, no, you are weary of me, that's it 
that's all, you would get another wife——another 
fond ſool, to break her heart—Well, be as cruel ag 
you can to me, I'll pray for you; and when I ary 
dead with grief, may you have one that will love 
you as well as I have done: | thall be contented td 
lie at peace in my cold grave ſince it will pleaſe 
yous _ [Sg 
Fond. Good lack, good lack, the would melt a 
heart of oak [ profeſs I can hold no longer 
Nay, dear Cocky, =—— leck you'll break my 
heart— lfeck you will-——Sce, you have maie me 
weep—made poor Nykin weep——Nay, come kiſs, 
buſs poor Nykin, and 1 
loſe all firſt. | * 
Let. [ Afide.] How! Heaven forbid ! that will 
carry the jeſt tov far, indeed. | a 
Fond. Won't you kiis Nykin ? 
Læt. Go, naughty Nykin, you don 
Fond. Kiſs, kits, ifeck J do. ; 


t love me. 


Fond. I profeis | ao love thee better than five 
hundred pounds and fo thou ſhait ſay, for Ii ieave 
it to (tay with thee. | 


me No, indeed you lant, Nykin 
you don't go, 
Gs .- 

Fond. He, he, he! wilt thou, poor fool? Then, 
T will go; J won't be dealous Poor Cocky, 
kiſs Nykin, kiſs Nykin ; e, ce, ce — Here wil 
de the good man anon, tov talk to Cocky, and teach 
her how a wife ought to behave herſelf. | 
Lat. I hope to have one that will ſhew me how 
a huſband ought to behave himſelf, | Afide, ] ——{ 


— if 
I'll think you been dealons of me 


ſhail be glad (o learn to pleaſe my jewe. [ Kiſs, 
Fond. That's my good dear Come, Kk. 
— 80 
Get you in, get you in. By, by. 
Let. By, Nykin. 
Fond. By, Cocky. 
Let. By, Nykin. | 
Fond. By, Cocky, by. by. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Vainlove and Sharper, 

Sharp, How | Aramanta lot | | 

Vain. To confirm what 1 have ſaid, read this 
| | . [ Gives a Letter, 
Sharp. [ Reads.] Hum, hum. © And wiac then 
appear'd a fault, upon reflection, ſeems on y an et- 
fect of too powerful paſſion. I'm afraid I give too 
great a proof of my own at this time- -I am in diſ- 
order for what I nave written. But ſomething, I 
know not what, forc'd me. 1 only beg a favour- 
able ceniure of this, and am your Araminta.'” 
Sharp. Loft ! Pray Heaven thou haſt not loft thy 


wits, Here, here, ſhe's thy own, man, fign'd and 


ſeal'd too.---To her, man- -a delicious melon, pure, 


and conſenting ripe, and only waits thy cutting up 
---She has been breeding love to thee all this whiie, 
and juſt now ſhe's deliver'd of it. 

Vain. 'Tis an untimely fruit, and ſhe has miſ- 
carried of her love. 


u. —Nay, look you, now, if the does not weep-----]) Sbarp. Never. leave this damn'd, ill-natur 4 


— 


won't leave thermo 


Let. No, you ſhan't negle& your bufineſs for 


F 


Let. No, you con't. [ She kiſſes bim. 
Fond. What, not love Cocky ? M7 
Let. No h. Sigbs. 
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whimfy, Frank ? Thou haft a fickly, peeviſh ap- 
petite ; only chews love, and cannot digeſt it, | 

Pain. Yes, when I feed myſelf—— But I hate; 
wo be cramm'd By Heav'n, there's not 2 
woman will give a man the pleaſure of a chace t --- 
Ti dull and unnatural to have a hare run full in 
the hound's mouth; and would diftafte the keeneſt 
bunter: I would have overtaken, not have 
Met my game. \ 
Sharp, However, I hope you don't mean to Oy. 
fake it; that will de but» kind of mongrel cur's, 
trick. Well, are you for the Mall? 
Vain. No, ſhe will be there this evening Ves 
I will go too—— and ſhe ſhall fee her error in — 
Sharp. In her choice, gad But thou can'ft 

Bot be 5 great a brute as to ſlight her? 

Fein. By her management, I ſhould think ſhe 
expects it. | | 

All naturally fly what does purſue; | 

*Tis fit men ſhould be coy, when women woo. 

SCENE, a Room in Fondlewife's Horſe. 

A Servant introducing Bellmour in a fanatick Habit, 
wwith a Patch upon one Eye, and a Book in bis Hand. 
Serv. Here's a chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe 

yourſelf. My miſtreſs is coming, Sir. Exit. 


Tur OLD BATCHELOR. 


at his lodging, till tas lata z my intimacy vt 
im gave . freedom of his box ; 1 
ing home all night, a letter was deli ver'd to me, 
a ſervant, in the morning: upon the pervſa), | 
found the contents ſo charming, that I could think 
of nothing all day, but putting em in practice 
till juſt now, (the firſt time 1 ever look'd on the 
ſuperſcription) I am the moſt ſurpriz'd in the world 
- find it directed to Mr.Vainlove, Oad, Madan, | 
aſk you a million of pardons, and will make you 
ſatisfaQtion, If 1 
Lee. I am diſcover'd end either Vainlove ig 
not guilty, or he has handſomely excus'd him, 


| 4 
Hell. You appear concern'd, Madam. (4h, 
Let. ] hope you are a gentteman---and finte you 

are privy. to a weak woman's failing, won't turn it 
to the prejudice of her reputation. You look ut if 


N 


you had more honour. 


Bell. And more love; or my face is a falſe vit. 
neſs, and deferver to be pillory'd————oNo, by 
Heav'n, I fwear | | | 

Let. Nay, don't ſwear if you'd have me to be. 
lieve you 3 but promĩſe | 

Bell. Well, I promiſe A promiſe is ſo cold... 


Bell. Secure in my diſguiſe, I have out-fac'd ſuſ-' 
picion, and een dared diſcovery=————This cloak 


( give me leave to ſwear---by thoſe eyes, thoſe killing 


eyes z by thoſe healing lips----Oh | preſs the of 


my fanctity, and truſty Scarron's novels my prayer-{ charm cloſe to mine, and feal em up for ever, 


book---Methinks I am the very picture of Mantu- 
far, in the Hypocrites—— Oh, ſhe comes. 
Enter Lziitin. - | 
So breaks Aurora through the veil of night, 
Thus fly the clouds, divided by her light, 
And every eye receives a new-born fight. 
{ Throwing off bis cloak, patch, &c. 
Let. Thus ftrew'd with bluſhes like Ah! 
Hezy'n defend me | Who's this? b 
, [Diſcovering bim, ftarts. 


Fell. Your lover. 

Lei. Vainlove's friend! I know bis face, and 
he has betray'd me to him. [Ade 
Bell. You are ſurprized, 
lover, Madam? Thoſe eyes ſhone kindly on my firſt 
appearance, though now they are o'er-caſt, 

Let. I may well be furprized at your perſon and 
impudence; they are both new to me--- You are 
not what your firſt appearance promiſed : the piety 
ef your habit was welcome, but not the hypocriſy. 

Bell. Rather the hypocriſy was welcome, but not 
the hypocrite. | 

Lat. Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken 
the houſt, ſure. 


Bell. I have directions in my pocket, which agree 


with every thing but your unkindnefs. 
[ Pulls out the letter. 


Let. My letter! Baſe Vainlove! Then tis too r 


late to diſſemble. [ Aſide.] Tis plain, then you have 
miſtaken the perſon. [ Going. 

Hell. If we part fo, I'm miſtaken Hold, 
hold, Madam { confeſs ] have run into an 
error | beg your pardon a thouſand times 
What an eternal blockhead am I! Can you forgive 
me the diſorder | have put you into ?----But it is a 
miſtake which any body might have made. 

Let. Wit can this mean? 'Tis impoſſible he 
ſhould be miftaken, after all this. A handſome 
feltow, if he had not ſurprized me, Methinks, now 
J look on him again, I would not have him miſta- 
keen. [Ale] We are all liable to miſtakes, Sir; 
if you own it to be ſo, there needs no farther a- 

ologv. | 

Bell Navy. fich, Malam, *tis a pleaſant one, and 


Did you not_expeR J 


Let. Upon that condition. [He kiffer ber, 
| Bell, Eternity was in that moment---One more, 
upon 3 | 85 3 
Lat. Nay, now---I never ſaw any thing ſo agree« 
ably impudent: [ Afde.] Won't you cenſure me for 
Oh, but what am I doing! 
Bell. No tongve can expreſs it not thy own ; 
nor any thing, but thy lips. I am faint with the 
exceſs of bliſy—— Oh, for love's fake, lead me ary 


afraid | ſhall have a fit. 
Lec. Bieſs me! What fit? | 
Bell. Oh, a convulfion——1 feel the ſymptoms, 
Læt. Does it hold you long ? I'm afraid to carry 
you into my chamber. 
Bell. Oh, no: let me lay down upon the bed ;--+ 
the fit will be ſoon over. | { Ex2unt, 
SCEN E, St. Famei's Park. | 
Araminta and Belinda meeting. 
Belin. Lard, my dear: I am glad 1 have met 
you—el have been at the Exchange Gace, and am ſe 
Lit demnnmne | | 
Aram. Why, what's the matter? 
Belin. Oh, the moſt inhuman barbarous hackney 
coach! I am jolted to a jellj Am not I horrid) 
tout d ? 9 | [Pulli out a por ket glaſi 
Aram. Your head's a little out of order. 
| Belin. A little! O frightful! What a furiow 
phiz I have! O moſt rueful! Ha, ha, ha! 0 824, 
[| hope nobody will come this way, till I have put 
myſelt in repair—-Ah! my dear 1 hare 
ſeen ſuch unhewn creatures fince———Ha, hay ba: 
[ can't for my ſoul help thinking that 1 look jul 
like one of em Good dear, pin this, and I rel 
ou Very well=——So, thank you my dest 
But, as I was telling you Piſh, this is the ut 
toward'ſt lock — 80, as | was telling 10. 
How d'ye like me now ? Hideous, ha? Frightful 
(til; or how? | 
Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be- 
Belin. And ſo But where did 1 leave ff 
my dear ? JI was telling you. 


worth your hearing, Expecting a friend, laſt night, 


Aram. You were about to tell me ſometbi% 
child—bur you left off befoge you begaB» 


this, *0w?———but 'tis to buy your ſilente. I Ki.] 


whither, where I may lay down z auuickly, for lu 
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with the equipage of a wife and two daughters, came 
to Mrs. Snipwell's ſhop while I was there 
Jut, oh, gad! two ſuch unlick'd cubs: 


4 from, 1 warrant, plump, cherry-cheek'd country | 
ils. | | | 

N Felis. Ay, o' my conſcience, fat as barn-door 

mY e! but ſo bedeck'd, you would have taken em 
for Friesland hens, with their feathers growing the 

1 wrong way Q ſuch out-landiſh creatures: 


ſuch Tramontanæ, and foreigners to the faſhion, or 
any thing in practice ] I had no patience to behold 
[ undertook the modeling of one of their fronts, 
the the more modern ſtructure. | | 
Aram. Bleſs me, coufin ; why would you affront 


uy body ſo? They might be gentlewomen of a very 
eee family. 
$i Bilin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by 
their dreſs Aﬀeront! Pſhaw, how you're miſ- 
my OY The poor creature, I warrant, was as full of 


curtfies, as if J had been her godmother. The 

. truth on't it, I did endeavour to make her look like 
6 2 Cbriſtian— - and ſhe was ſenſible of it; for ſhe 
thank d me, and gave me two apples, piping hot, 

I. out of her under petticoat pocket a, ha, 
In! And t'other did fo tare and gape Il fan- 
ſoft tied her like the front of her father's hall; her eyes 
were the two Jut-windows, and her mouth the great 

3% bor, moſt hoſpitably kept open for the entertain- 
rent of travelling flies. = 


ot; Bi Aram. So, then, you have been diverted. What 
Wi they boy? 5 
* Belia. Why, the father bought A powder-horn, 


if] and an almanack, and a comb-cafe ; the mother, a 
| great fruz-tower, and a fat amber necklace; the 
Qughters, only tore two pair of kid-leather gloves, 


* vith trying em on. — Oh, gad, here come: | 
ou — fool that din'd at my Lady Freelove's t'other 
TTY bk | 


Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluff. 
Arom. May be he may not know us again. {| 
Jelia. We'll put on our maſks, to ſecure bis ig- 
horance, I Tbæy put on their maſs.) 
Sir Jo. Nay, gad, I'll pick up; I'm reſolv'd to 
Rake a Night onꝰt I'll go to Alderman Fondle- 
ife by and by, and get fifty pieces more from him. 
Aallidikins, bully, we'll wallow in wine and women. 
Why, this ſame Madeira-wine has made me as light 
ug graſhopper. Hiſt, hiſt, bully, dot thou ſee 
tearers z [Sings 
Look you what here is, Wes 
Look you what here is! 
Toll, loll, Ce. 
6, other glaſs of Madeira, and I durſt have at- 
dem in my own proper perſon, without your 


lp, | | 
B. Come on then, knight But d'ye 


urion ., Ae 

) gal, * what to ſay to em? | 

e put ir Je. Say! Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay— 
| hare WM ret fear It ——that is, if I can but think on't: 
„ ba! * 8, I haye but a treacherous memory. 

„ ju lin. Oh, frightful! Coufin, what ſhall we do? 
11 tel eſe things come towards us. 

ad am, No matter I ſee Vainlove coming this 
ve un and, to confeſs my failing, I am willing to 
„ um an opportunity of making his peace with 


mand to rid me of theſe coxcombs, when I ſeem 
Ipreſs'd with them, will be a fair one. 

off. Ladies, by theſe hilts you are well met. 
. We are afraid not. 

uff What ſays my pretty little knapſack car- 


— 
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dee Oh; a moſt comical fGight : a country ſquire, Captain Huff, Bluff, what is your hideous name ? 


{lodging. 


love, and ſo I leave you. 
and I will take a turn, and laugh at the vulgar---- 
both the great vulgar and the ſmall-----Oh, gad! 1. 


— 


—— — — 


Begone : you ſtiak of brandy and tobacco, moſt ſol- 


dier-like, Foh!  [Fpirr. 
Sir Fo. Now am I flap-daſh down in the mouth, 
and have not one word to ſay! Aide. 


to be troubleſome” _. [Ad. 
Sir Jo. Hem), pray, Madam, which way's the 
wind 7 | | 

Aram. A pithy queſtion—--Have you ſent your 
wits for a venture, Sir, that you enquire? 

Sir Jo. Nay, now I'm in I can prattle 
like a magpic. | LA de. 
Enter Sharper and Vainlove, at ſcme diflance. 
Belin. Dear Araminta, I'm tir'd, 
Aram. Tis but pulling off our maſks, and o 
liging Vainlove to know us. I'll be rid of my fool 
by fair means—-- Well, Sir Joſeph, you ſhall ſee my 
face—But, begone immediately ---lI ſee one that will 
be jealous to find me in diſcourſe with you-----Be 
diſcreet---No reply; but away. Vacant: 


Freelove's! Sir Joſeph, thou art a made man. 
Agad, I'm in love up to the ears. But I'll be diſ- 
creet, and huſht. { Afide. 
| Bluff. Nay, by the world I'll ſee your face. | 

Belin, You ſhall. | { Vamaſts.. 

Sharp. Ladies, your humble ſervant. We were 
afraid you would not have given us leave to know 
vou. 

Aram. We thought to have been private - -But 
we find fools have the ſame advantage over a face in 
a maſk, that a coward has, while the ſword is in 
the ſcabbard----So were forced to draw in our own 
defence. 

Bluff. My blood riſes at that fellow: I can't tay 
where he is : and I muſt not draw ia the parle. 


Sir Jo. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my 
[ Exeunt Sir Jo. eaxd Bluff. 

Sharp, There is in true beauty, as in courage, 
ſomewhat which narrow ſouls cannot dare to a- 
mire-=-and ſee, the owls are fled, as at the break of 
day. | - ad 

Belin, Very courtly---I believe Mr. Vainlove has 
not rubb'd his eyes fince break of day neither, he 


fin, be friends with him---I (wear he looks ſo very 
imply, ha, ha, ha! Well, a lover in the ſtate of ſe- 
paration from his miſtreſs, is like a body without a 
ſoul, Mr. Vainlove, ſhall I be bound for your good 
behaviour for the future ? 
Vain. New muſt I pretend ignorance equal to bers, 


apt to offend, tis true, where they find moſt good-. 


of a temper not to abuſe mercy, by committing new. 
offences, | 
Aram. So cold! | [ 

Belin. I have broke the ice for you, Mr. Vain- 
Come, Mr. Sharper, you 


have a great pation for Cowley------Don't you ad- 
mire him? | 
Sharp. Oh, Madam! He was our Engliſh Ho- 


race. | 


way=--el ſee a couple, I'll give you their hiſtory. 
| [ Zxeunt Belinda and Sharp. 


[Te Belinda. | 


Aram. I hope my fool has not confidence enough 


Sir Jo. The great fortune, that din'd at my Lady 


[To Sir Joſeph. 


looks as if he durſt no: approach---Nay, come cou-. 


of what ſhe knows as well as I. [ Aſde.] Men are 


neſs to forgive----But, Madam, I hope I ſhall prove 


Belin. Oh, ſo fine ! So extremely fine! So every. 
thing in the world that I like---O Lord, walk this 


3. Vain. I find, Madam, the formality of the law 
cla. O monſtrous filthy fellow! Good ſlovenly muſt ba abſerved, cho the penalty of it de diſpens d 


— —— — 


— — — 
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1 1 
with; and an offender muft plead to his arraign- 


ment, though he has his pardon in his pocket. 
Aram. I'm amaz d! This infolence exceeds t'o- 


ther z —whoever has encourag'd you to this aſſur- 


ance-——preſuming upon the eaſineſs of my temper, | 
has much deceiv'd you, and fo you ſhall find« 


Vain. Hey day | Which way now! Here's fine | 


doubling. | Aſide. 

Aram. Baſe man ! Was it not enough to affront 
me with your ſaucy paſſion ? 

Vain. You have given that paſſion a mk kinder 
epithet than ſaucy, in another place. 

Aram. Another place ! Some viilainous 6 to 


| 
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your patch Vou s an't tum in, Ir 


Let. My jewel, art thou there? No matte, 
king 
Run into my chamber, quickly, quickly, You 
s an't tum in. F 1 

Fend. Nay, pr'ythee, dear, ifeck I'm in haſte, 

Let, Then I'll let you in. [ Opens the dn 

| Exte- Fondlovite nd Sir Joſeph, © 

Fond. Kiſs, "dear i met the maſter of the 
ſhip by the way--<-<-And I muſt have oY Papers of 
accounts out of your cabinet. 

Let. Oh, Pm undone ! 22 

- Sir Jo. Pray, firſt let me have fifty pounds, good 
alderman, for I'm in haſte. * 


blaſt my honour—- But tho? thou hadft all the trea- | Fond. A hundred has aiready been paid by your 
order. Fifty 7 1 have the ſum in ready gold, in ny 


chery and malice of thy ſex, thou canſt not lay a 


blemiſh on my fame—-No, I have noterr'd in one 


favourable thought of mankind—a— Unwor- 
thy and ungrateful! e and never ſee me 
more. 

Vain. Did I dream? or do l dren! , Shall be- 
nieve my eyes or ears? The viſion is here ſtill 
Your paſſion, Madam, will admit of no farther 


reaſoning—But here's a filent witneſs of your ac- 


quaintance 
| Takes out @ Letter, 5 offers it: ſpe fnatches it, 


and tbr it awoy. 


Aram. There's poiſon in every thing you touch | 


blifters will 60llo 

Vain. That tongue which denies what the hands 
have done 

Aram. Still myſtically ſenſcleſs and impudent—1 
find I muſt leave the place. 

Vain. No, Madam, I'm gone —-She know's her 
name's to-it, which ſhe will be unwilling to expoſe 
to the cenfure of the firſt finder. [ Exit. 

Aran. Woman's obſtinacy made me blind, to 

what-woman' s curioſity now tempts me to ſee. 

[ Takes up the letter, and ex it. 
Enter Belinda and Sharper, 
-Belin;” Nay, we have fpared nobody, I ſwenr. 


| 


cloſet. TExit Fong; 

Sir Fo. Agad, it's a curious, fine, pretty rogue; 
PH ſpeak to- e- g Madam, nch news d 
you heard” 

Let. Sir, 1 ſeldom fir abroad. wo 
[ Walks about in di 1 

Sir J. I wonder at that, Madam, for "tis moſt 
curious fine weather, 

Lt. Methinks, 't has been very ill weather. 

Sir Jo. As you fay, Madam, tis pretty bad wen 
ther, and has been io a great while. 

__ *» Enter Fondlewife. 

Fond. Here are fifty pieces in this purſe, Sir Jo 

i ſeph ; 3 if you will tarry a moment, till I eek, my 


papers, I'Il wait upon you down ſtairs. 


Le:. Ruin'd, paſt redemption? What on [ 
do Ha this fool may be of uſe. Aſide. A 
Fondlewife is going into the chamber, foe runs 10 ö 
Joſeph, almoſt Poſte bim down, and eriet out.] Stunt 
ell; rude ruffian ! Help me, my dear-----O bleh 
me! Why will you leave me alone with ſuch a ſatyr} 

Fond. Bleſs us What's the matter? What 
the matter? 

Ter, Four back was no ſhonte turn'd, but like 
a lion, he came open-mouth'd upon me, and would 


Mr. Sharper, you're a pure man; where did you have raviſhed a kiſs from me by main force. 


get this excellent talent of railing? ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the talent was born with 
me 
it.; to qualify me for the loctety of ladies. 


Belin. Nay, ſure railing is the beſt qualification | 


in a woman's man. 
Enter Footman. 

Sbars. The ſecond beſt indeed, T think. 

Belin. How now, Pace ? Where's my couſin? 

Foot. She's not very well, 
to know, if your ladyſhip would have the coach 
come again for you. 

Belin. O Lord, no! Vu go along with her. 


Come, Mr. Sharper. 


SCENE, a Chamber in Fondlewife's Hou 
Enter Læœiltia nd Bellmour, his Cloak, Hat, 
ing looſe about the Chamber, 

Bell. Here's nobody, nor no Noiſe————"twas 
nothing but yeur fears. 

Let. I durſt have ſworn I hat heard my monſter's 
voice I ſwear I was heartily frightened 
Feel how my heart beats. 

Bell. Tis an alarm to love=——Come in again, 
and let us 

- Fond. | ibn Cocky, Cocky, where are you, 
cocky ? I'm come home 

Let. Ah! there he is; make haſte, gather up | 
your things! 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the door. 

Bell. Pox choak him, would his horns were a 
his throat. My patch, my patch, 


% 


| confeſs, I have taken care to improve 


Madam, and has fent | 


lick, and is forced to lie down upon our bed- 


Sir Jo. Oh, Lord ! Oh, terrible! Ha, ba, ba! 
Js your wife mad, alderman ! 
Let. Oh! I'm ſick with the fright, "Won't 
you take him out of my fight? * 

Fond. Oh, traitor ! I am aſtoniſhed, Oh, bloody 
minded traitor! 

Sir Jo. Hey-day ! Traitor yourſel — the loft 
Harry, I was in moſt danger of be ing raviſh'd, if 


| you go to that. 


Fond. Oh, how the blaſphemous wretch ſwean! 
Out of my houſe, thou ſon of the whore of Baby: 
lon; offspring of Bell and the dragon----Bleſs us! 
Raviſh my wife! my Dinah! Ob, Shechemite) 
Begone, I ſay. 

Sir Jo. Why the aevi. s in the people, I 7 

; ail, 

Let, Oh! won't you follow and ſee him out 
doors, my dear? 

Fond. 1'll ſhut this door to ſecure him from cot 
ing back -- -Give me the key of your cabine) 
Cocky-----Raviſh my wife before my face 1 
rant he's a Papiſt in his heart, at leaſt. 

Let. What can I do how? [ Afide.] Oh ! of 
dear, I have been in ſuch a fright, that I forgot® 
tell you, poor Mr. Spintext has a ſad fit of the ci 


You' Il diſturb him; 1 can tread ſoftlier. 
Fond. Alack, poor man---No, no---y0u tot 
know the papers---l won't diſturb him: give 1 
the key. 
[ She gives bim the key, * to * chanber a, 


{ Looking about, and gathering up bis ts ing, 4 


and ſpraks aloud, 


Fon 
the pa 
Dear, 1 
Where 
to his 
than fa 
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txt, lie ill on your Romach z lying on your fle- 
Nach will eaſe you of the cholick. y 


turd you- | [ Exit: Fond. 
Let. Sure, when he does not ſee his face, he 
„ont diſcover him. Dear Fortune, help me but 
this once, and I'll never run ia thy debt again - | 

But this apportunity is the devil. 


Foodlewife returns evich papers. 

2 Ford. Good lack ! good lack - I profeſs, 
good p > 

| the poor man is in great torment, he lies az fl-t 
vun best, you ſhould heat a trencher, or a hapkia 
u Where's Deborah ? Let her clap ſome warra thing 
Fool to his ſtomach, or chafe it with a warm band rather 
eve; WY than fail. What book's this ? 
wot [Sees the book bat Beilmour forgot. 


Let. My Spintext's prayer-book, dear 
Pray heay nit be a prayer-book, [Alu. 
Ferd. Good man ! I warrant he dropp'd it on 
purpoſe, that you might take it up, and read ſome 
of the pious ejaculations. [Taking wp ebe book. } O 
bleſs me! O monſtrous ! A prayer Book! Ay, this 


Innocent Aduitery. 
Let. Misfortune ! now all's ruin'd again. [Afde. 
Fond. Adultery and innocent} O lord! Here's 
doctrine ! Ay, here's diſcipline ! 
Let. Dear huſband, I'm amazed»----.--Sure it 


hall 1 - : good book, and only tends to the ſpeculation | 
1 of fin. | 
7M Fond. Speculation! No, no; ſomething went 
Stan farther than ſpeculation, when 1 wats not to be let 
blen ia—— Where is this apocryphal elder? I'll ferret 
ua Let. I'm ſo diſtracted I can't think of a lye. [ Aſide. 
ut like Find, Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate— 
ou Who, how now! Who have »© here? 
25 Lee. Ha! [| Shrieks as ſurpriaed. 
2, ha! Ford. Oh, thou falacious woman! Am I then | 
Wort dioffom, I am ripe horn-mad. But who, in the 
"HY it's name, are you? Mercy on me, for ſwearing. 
loodys — f 5 
| Let. Oh, goodneſs keep us ! Who's this ? Who 
he lo art you? What are you? | | 
hd, M B. Soh! | 
Let. In the name of the—— Oh! Good, my 
wears i Lear, don't come near it. I'm afraid tis the devil! 


Baby- indeed it has haofs, dear. $ | 


eſs us! Fend. Indeed, and 1 have horns, dear. The 
em) devil! No, I'm afraid us the fleſh, thou harlot ! | 

ear, wich the pox. Come, ſyren, ſpeak, confeſs 
think bo is this reverend rampant paſtor ? 
Fail Let. Indeed, and indeed now, my dear Nykin--- 
1 out I never ſaw this wicked man before. 

Fond. Oh, it is a man then, it ſeems. 

m con, 2 Rather ſure, tis a wolf in the cloathing of 
-abinty ep. 
1 wa Fond. Thou art a devil in his proper cloathing, 


Woman's fleſh, What, you know nothing of him 
ut his fleece here Vou don't love mut ton? 
% Magdalen unconverted. 

ell. Well, now, I know my cue— that is, very 
Mourably to excuſe her, and very impudently ac- 
cuſe myſelf, { Afede. 
Les, Why then I wiſh, I may never epter into 
law his facg before. | 0 

"nd. O lord ! O firange! I am in admiration of 

oe \mpudence, Lgok at him a little better; he 


Let. Tis nobody but Mr. Fondle wife 3 Mr. Spin- ö 


7 the devil's Pater-noſter. Hold, let me ſee, The | 


the heaven of your embraces again, my dear, if ever | 
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8 were you two never face to face before? 
Speak, ; 

0. Since all artifice is vain—and 1 think 


Fond. Ay, ay, lie Rill, lie Rill 3 don't let me di- myſelf oblig'd to ſpeak the truth, in juſtice to your 


wif: No. 

Fend. Humph ! 

Lat. No, indeed, dear, | 

Fond. Nay, I find „ou arc both in a ſtory; that 
1 muſt confeſs. But, what-——not to be cured 
of the cholick? Don't you know your patient, Mrs. 
Quack ? Oh, lie upon your ftomach; lying upon 
your ſtomach will cure you of the cholick. Ah! 
Anſwer me, Jezabe] ! | 

Let. Let the wicked man anſwer for himſelf, 
Does he think that 1 have nothing to do but to 
excuſe him ? tis enough, if 1 can clear my own 
innocence to My Own dear. 1 


a little too backward, that's the truth on't. | 

Fond. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place ? 
And what are you ? | 
| Bell. A whore-maſter, 

Fond. Very conciſe, 

Let. O beaſtly, impudent creature | 

Fend. Well, Sir, and what came you hither for? 

Bell. To lie with your wife. 

Fend. Good, again A very civil perſon this, 
and. | believe, ſpeaks truth, ; 
Lt. Oh, inſupportable impudence! 
Fond. Well, Sir, Pray, be cover'd 
and you have=——— Heh! You have finiſh'd the 
matter, heh? And 1 am as | ſhould be, a fort of a 
civil perquiſite to a whore-maſter, called a Cuckold, 
heh. Is it not ſo? Come, I'm inclining to believe 
| every word you fay. | 

Bell. Why, faith, I muſt confeſs, fo I deſigned 


Fondlewife bau!ls out Bellmour. you - But you were a little unlucky in coming ſo 


ſoon, and hindered the making of your own fortune. 
Fend. Humph. Nay, if you mince the matter 

once, and go back of your word, you are not the 

perſon I took you for. Come, come, go on boldly 


Confeſs, confeſs, I ſhall love vhee the better for't 
I ſhall, ifeck What, doſt think I 
don't knew how to behave myſelf in the employ- 
ment of a cuckold, and have been three years ap- 
p:entice to matrimony ! Come, come, plain deal- 
ing is a jewel. 
Bell. Well, fince J ſee thou art a good honeſt 
fellow, I'll confeſs the whole matter to thee. 
Fend, Oh, I am a very honeſt fellow You 
never lay with an honeſter man's wife in your life. 
Lat. How my heart achs! All my comfort lies 
in his impudence, and, Heav'n be prais'd, he has 
a conſiderable portion. Aide. 
Bell. In ſhort then, I was informed of the op- 
portunity of your abſence, by my ſpy ; for, taich, 
honeſt Iſaac, | bave a long time deſigned thee this 
favour: I knew Spintext was to come, by your di- 
rection; but I laid a trap for him, and procurcd 
his habit, in which I paſs'd upon your ſervants, 
and was conducted hither. I pretended a fit of the 
cholick, to excuſe my lying oon upon your bed 3 
hoping that when ſhe heard of it, her good-naiuie 
would bring her to adminiſter 1emedies for my diſ- 
temper You know what might have fol- 
lowed But, like an unciyil perſon, you knock d 
at the door, before your wife was come to me. 
Fend. Ha! this is apocryphal ; I may chuſe 


N 
drutified! Ay, 1 feel it here! I ſprout, I bud, 1 — Wh, don't be aſhames of your profeſſion 
| 
| 


| whether I will believe it or no. 


Bell. That you may, faith, and I hope you won'e 


„dete modeſt, I waxrant you, than to deny it. 


— — —d— f 


believe a word ont. But 1 can't help teiling 


the truth, for my life. ; 


Ball. By my troth, and fo ti] have been 


- — —— ͤL— — 
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Fond. How! would not you Hare me believe you, 
fay you ? | 

Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequence part 
with your wife, and there will be ſome hopes of 
having her upen the publick : then, the encourage- 
ment of a ſeparate maintenance. 

Fond. No, no; for that matter—when ſhe and I 
3 ſhe'll carry her ſeparate maintenance about 
er. | : 

L #t. Ah, cruel dear! how can you be ſo barba- 
fous ? You'll break my heart if you talk of Nets 
5 | ries. 
Ford. Ah! diſſemblinz vermin ! 12 
Bel. How canft thou be fo cruel, Iſaac? Thou 
Raft the heart of a mountain-tiger. By the faith of 
a fincere finner, ſhe's innocent for me. Go to hifa, 
Madam, fling your ſnowy atms fbout his ſtubborn 
neck. Bathe his relentleſs face in your ſalt trick- 
ling tears. | by 1 3 
[ She goes and bangs upon bis neck, and liſer bim. 
1 kiſſes her band behind Fondlewife's, 
ateh. "of » , . 
So, a ſew ſoft, words, and a kiſs, and the godd man 
See how kind nature works; and boils over 
Ik Www. © GE 
Let. Indeed, my dear, T was but juſt come down 
flafte, when you knock'd at the deor ; and the maid 
— me, Mr. Spintext was ill of the cholick upon our 
ed. 
Indeed, I'll die, if you don't. | 
Fond. Ah! No, no, I cannot ſpeak, my heart's 
fo full have been a tender yoke- fellow]; you 
Know I have But thou haft been a faithleſs 
Dalilah, and the Philiflines—--Heh! Art thou not 


vile and unclean, heh? Speak. [ Peeping. 
Let. No--—h, [ Sighing. 
Fond. Oh, that I could believe t hee! 


Let. Oh! my heart will break! | 
| MB { Seeming to faint. 
Fend. Heh! how! No, no, ſtay, ſtay, I will 
85 thee, I will. — Pray bend her forward, 
ir. 
Lt. Oh! oh! Where is my dear? 
Fond. Here, here; I do believe thee I won't 
believe my own eyes. | | 
Bell. For my part, I am ſo charm'd with the love 


df your turtle to you, that I'll go and ſolicit matri- 


mony,w:th all my might and main. | 
Fend. Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, 

"tis weil enough. No thanks to you, Sir, for her 
virtuc.— But, I'll ſhew you the way out of 
my houſe, if you pleaſe, Come, my dear. Nay, } 
will believe thee, I do, i'feck. | 
Bell. See the great blefling of an eaſy faith; opi- 
nion cannot err. 

No huſband, by his wiſe, can be deceiv'd, 

She Ri!1 is virtuous, if ſhe's ſo beliey'd. 


1 


Enter Bellmour in a fenatick Habit; Setter, Heart- 
well and Lucy. 


Bell. FNETTER ! well encounter'd. 


Set. Joy of your return, Sir. 


lading back? 
gell. No, 1 have brought nothing but ballaſt back 
I would untig. — 

Set. | attend you, Sir. | 


— 2 — - - — + 


| 


And won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykin?| 


CFO Have you| 
made a god voyage; or have you brought your own 


. Bell. Ha! Is not that Heartwell at Si}via's door i | 


of as good quality—--But to the purpoſe, if you wil 
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known. Por tales dcn hey fan juſt iT my vj. 
a OTIS LR”! TP . [Exit Setter. 
Heart. I'm impatient till it be done. 
- -Lucy, That may be, without zroubling yourſelf ti 
go again - for your brother's chaplain. Don't you ſee 
that ſtalking form of goodness 
Heart. On, ay, he's a Matic. 
Lucy. An -execationer; qualified ta do your buſi. 
neſs. He has been lawfully ordain ed. 
Heart. I'll pay him well, if you'll break the mat. 
ter to him. 4294 5 2 
Lucy. I warrant you Do you go and prepare your 
brides = „ „ ß 2: IPs Flat; 
Hell. Humph, fits the wind there ?-—— What 
a lucky rogue am I! Oh, what (port, will be here, 
if I can perſuade this wench to ſecreſy ? 
Lucy. Sir; reverend Sir. 
Beil. Madam. ¶Diſcovers * 
Lacy. Now, goodneſs have mercy upon ms! Mr, 
Bellmour l is it you? | 
Bell. Even I, what-doft think |. 
Lucy. Think! that I fhould not believe my eyey, 
and that you are not what you ſeem to be, 
* Bell. True, But to convince thee who Tam, thou 
know't my old token. | [ Kiſſes ber, 
Lucy. Nay, Mr. Bellmour: O Lard! | believe 
you are a parſon in gocd carneſt, you kiſs fo de- 
voutly. | ; | ; 
Belt, Well, your. buſineſs with. me, Lucy? 
Lucy. 1 had none, through miſtake. _ , - 
Bell. Which miftake you muft go through with, 
Lucy— Come, 1 know the intrigue between 
Heartwell and your miſtreſs; and you miſtook me 
for Tribulation Spintext, to marry 'em---—Ha | are 


«a & * 
* 


not matters in this poſture? --Confeſs. Come, 
'n be faithful; I will, i' faith What, dif- 


fide in me, Lucy? | 

Lucy: Alas-a-day ! You and Mr. Vainlave, be. 
tween you, have ru d my poor miſtreſs : you have 
made a gap in her reputation! and can you blame 
her, if ſhe make it up with a huſband ! 

Bell. Well, is it as'l ſay? _ 

Lucy. Well, it is then: but you'll be ſecret? 

Bell. Phuh, fecret,:ay.1—-And to be out of thy 
debt, I'fi truſt thee with another ſecret, - Your mi- 
refs muft not marry- Heartwell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How | O Lord! 1 ; 

Bell. Nay, don't be in a paſſion, Lucy, —IL'Il pro- 
vide a fitter huſband for her—-Come, here's carnel 
of my good inventions for thee, too; let this molifſ. 
---[ Gives ber money.] Look you, Heartwell is m 
friend; and though he be blind, I muſt not ſee hin 
fall into the ſnare, and wittingly marry a whore. 

Lucy. Whore! I'd have you to know my miſtrel 
ſcorns | | 

Bell. Nay, nay ; look you, Luey ; there are whore 


give me leave to acquaint you with it Do you ca 
on the miſtake of me: I'll marry em Nn, 
don't pauſe !-----If you do, I'll ſpoil all;-----1 * 
{me private reaſons for what I do, which Il te 
you within In the mean time, | promile, 
and rely upon me—--to- help your miſtreſs to a bur 
band: nay, and thee too, Lucy -Here a 
hand, I will, with a freſh aſſurance. 

Lury. Ay, the devil is not ſo cunnin wy 
know my eaſy nature—-- Well; for onee III ven 11 
to ſerve you; but if you do Fererve me, the . 4 
of all kind, tender; hearted, "Women Aight oe 


you. 


egone quickly, III follow you: 1 would-not be Well, lead vn. 


Bell: That's as much = to fay, werer ae 


green — — — 
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Inter Vainlove, Sharper and Setter. | 
Sharp. Juſt now, ſay you; gone in with Lucy? 

$8. Iſaw him, and ſtood at the corner where you 
found. me, and overheard all they faid: Mr. Bell- 
moùr· is to mazry em. e Ob vvit} 
Sharp. Ha, ha! 'twill be a pleaſant cheat—-T 1! 
plague- Heartwell, when 1 ſee him. Pr'ythee, 
Frank, let's teaze him; make him fret, till he foam 
at the mouth, and diſgorge his matrimonial oath 
with intereſt. Come, thou' rt muſty | IT 

Set. { To. Sharper: |] Sir, a word with you. 

Me AB e 26PY of pd {Whiſpers bim. 

Vain. Shatper ſwears ſhe has forſworn the letter 
I'm fure he tells me truth ;—--but I'm not ſure ſhe 
told him truth Vet. ſhe-was unaffectedly concern'd, 
he ſays 3 and often bluſh'd with anger and ſurprize 
nnd ſo I remembetin the park She had reaſon 
if I wrong her Il begin to doubt. 
Sharp. Say'ft thou ſo | 1 25 


Set. This afternoon, Sir, about an hour before my 


maſter receiy'd the letter. of | 

Sharp. In my conſcience, like enough. 

Set, Ay, 1 know her, Sir; at leaſt I'm ſure I can 
fiſh it out of her: ſhe's the very fluice to her lady's 
ſecrets. *Tis but Setting her mill a going, and I can 
drain her of *em all. | 2 

Sharp. Here, Frank, your blood-hound has made 
out the fault. 
maw, is counterfeit; only a trick of Silvia, in re- 
renge, contriv'd by Lucy. 

Vain,. Ha! It has a colour—---But how do 
know it, firrah ? 

Set. I do ſuſpect as much;---becauſe why, Sir,--- 
She was pumping me about how your worſhip's af- 


you 


fairs ſtood towards Madam Araminta; as, when you 


had ſeen her laſt; when you were to ſee her next ; 
aud, where you were to be found at that time; and 
ſuch like. | 

Vain, And where did you tell her ? 

Set, In the Piazza, 

Vain. There I receiv'd the letter---It muſt be ſo--- 
And why did you not find me out, to tell me this 
before, ſot ? f | 


Ser, Sir, I was employed for Mr. Bellmour. | 


_ Sharp, You were well employ'd----1 think there 
is no objection te the excuſe. _ 

Vain. Pox o' my ſaucy credulity-----If I have loſt 
her, I deſerve it. But if confeſſion and repentance 
be of force, 1'll win her or weary het into a forgive- 
neſs. [Ax 

* Methinks I long to ſee Bellmour come 
0 . j ; F ws 8 

b Enter Bellmour. 6h | 

Ser. Talk of the devil-----See, where he comes. 

Sharp. Hugging: himſelf in his proſperous miſ- 
chief---No real fanatick can look better pleas'd, at- 
ter a ſucceſsful ſermon of ſedition. | 

Bell. Sharper, fortify thy ſpleen : 
Speak when thou art ready. | | 

Sharp, Now, were I ill-natur'd, would I utterly 
Ulappoint thy mirth ; not ſo much as wrinkle niy 
face with one ſmile, but let thee look ſimply, and 
laugh by thyſelf. | a7 N 

Bell. Plhaw, no: I have a better opinion of thy 
WR-----Gad, I defy thee, | | 
Sharp, Were it not loſs of time, you ſhould make 
the experiment. But honeſt Setter, here, overheard 
Jeu with Lucy, and has told me all. 

Bell. Nay, then, I thank thee for not putting me 
aut of countenance. But, to tell you ſomething you 
ant know--I got an opportunity, after I had mar- 


ſuch a jeſt! 


This letter, that ſo ſticks in thy 


| 


| 
| 


| and he ſhall find 


| 
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bereiste! but wy promiſe to make her a- 
mends quickly with another huſband, ſomewhat pa- 
ciligd here... | | 
. Sharp. But how the devil do you think to acquit 
rowrlelt of your promiſe? Will you marry her your- 
elf? wc 

Bell. J have no ſuch intentions at preſent---Pr'y- 
thee, wilt thou think a little for me? 1 am ſure the 
ingenious Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. | 

Ser, O Lord, Sir! = 
Bell. Fl leave him with you, and go ſhift my ha- 


[ Exit. 


bit. p 
Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluff. 
Sbarp. Heh! Sure Fortune has ſent this fool hi- 
ther on purpoſe. Setter, ſtand cloſe; ſeem not to 
obſerve them; andgchark'e-— _ 
Bluff. Fear him not---I am prevar'd for him now; 
he might have ſafer rouz d a ſlceging 
lion. | : | 1 
Sir Je. Huſh, huſh; don't you ſee him? 
Bl: F. Shew him to me.--- Where is he ? 
Sir Fo. Nay, don't ſpeak ſo loud---! don't jeſt, as 
did alittle while ago----- Look yonder---- gad, if 
he ſhould hear the lion roar, he'd cudgel him into an 
aſs, and his primitive braying. Don't you remem- 


ber the ſtory of Æſop's Fables, bully? Agad, there 
are good morals to be pick'd out of /Efop's Fables, 
let me tell you that; and Reynard the Fox, too. 
Bluff. Damn your morals. _ 3 
Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, don't ſpeak fo loud. | 
Bluff. Damn your morals : 1 muſt revenge the af- 
front done to my honour. [ In , let voice. 
Sir Jo. Ay, do, do, Captain, if you think Sitting 
—You may diſpoſe of your own fleſh as you think 
fitting, d'ye ſee: but, by the Lord Harry, I'll leave 
ron. Stealing awvay upon his tiptses. 
Bluff. Prodigious! What, will you forfake your 


| 


to attend her all this evening, in order to condu 
her to the place appointed. „ 

Sharp. Well, I'll go and inform your maſter; 
and do you preſs her to make all the haſte imagin- 
able. 


friend in ext emity! You can't in honour refuſe to 
carry him a challenge. Er” 
{ Almoſt whiſpering, and treading foftly after bim. 
Sir Fo. Pr'ythee, what do you fee in my face, that 
looks as if I would carry a challenge? Honour is 


| your province, Captain; take it=—--Al] the World 


know me to be a knight and a man of worſhip. 

Set. I warrant you, Sir, I'm inſtructed, 

Sharp. Impoſſible! Aramiata take a king to a 

fool! „ e 

Set Her head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe can 

talk of nent elſe. Og | | 
Sharp. I know ſhe commended him all the while 


to make Vaiglove jealous -  _ 

Sir Jo. Hows this! Good bully, hold your breath, 
and let's hearken. Agad, this muſt be 1. 
Sharp. Death, it can't be—— 
a wittal. | Fo VEE” 
Sir Fo. Ay, now it's out; 'tis I, my own indivi- 
dual perſon, a | BY 
Sharp. A wretch, that has flown for ſhelter to the 
loweſt ſhrub of mankind, and ſeeks protection from 
a blaſted coward, EE | 5 
Sir Jo. That's you, bully back, _ | 

[ Bluff frowers upon Sir Joſeph, 
Sharp. She has given Vaiulove her promiſe to 
marry him before to-morrow morning Has ſhe 
not?; 1 


% 


TER „ | To Setter. 
Let. She bas, Si And I have it in char 


[ Exits 


2 of diſcovering the cheat to Silvia. She 
it, at firſt, as another woman woy'd the like | 


RR 8 n 


— —_—— — 


Set. Were I a rogue, 7 what a noble- prize 
. 2 8 


Vbiſpers. a 


we were in the Park, but thought it had been only | 


An oaf, an ideots 


— 


— 


— 
hrs 


20 


_ Intercede for me. 


— — IE IMF, 2 
TT CE — — 2 Y — _ - » aA 


* PPP ns oo en ret —— — 
$ . r. „eee. 


could 1 difpoſe of ! A good pinnace; richly laden, 
and to Jaunch forth under my auſpicious convoy. 
Twelve thouſand pounds, and all her rigging : be- 


ſides what lies conceal'd under hatther——Ha!' all 


this committed to my care !—— Avaunt, temptation 


— Setter, ſhew thyſelf a perſon of worth; be true ty 
thy truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Reputed honeſt! 

um; is that all? Ay; for to be honeſt is nothing ; 
the reputation of it is'all. Reputation ! what have 


ſuch poor rogues as 1 to do with reputation ? 'tis a- 
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Sharp. Plhaw ! thou rt fo troubleſome and in 
fitive——- Why; Ii tell you; tis a young ereatore 
that Vainlove debauched, and bas forſaken. Dig 
you never hear Bellmour chide him about Silvia? 
Heart. Death, and hell, and marriage! my wife, 


. Aſide. 
Sharp. Why, thou art as muſty as a 9 
man, that had found his wife knowing the firſt night, 
Heart. Hell and the devil? Does he know it? 
But, hold —If he ſhould not; I were a fool to diſco. 


bove us; and for men of quality, they are above it; ver i. — Il diſſembte, and try him. [ Afg.,] 


ſo that reputation is e'en as fooliſh a thing as ho- 


neſty. And for my pa't, if I meet Sir Joſeph, with 
a purſe of gold in his hand, I'll diſpoſe of mine to 


the beſt advantage. 


Sir Fo. Heh, heh, heh! here tis for you, i'faith, 


Mr. Setter. Nay, I'll take you at your word. 


| | | [Cbinking a purſe, 
Set. Sir Joſeph ! and the Captain too! Undone, 
und6ne! I'm undone, my maſter's undone, my 


la4y's undone, and all the bufineſs is undone, 


Sir Fo, No, no, never fear, man, the lady*s buſi- 


neſs ſhall be done. What——Come, Mr. Setter, 1 
have over-heard all, and to ſpeak is bur loſs of time; 


but, if there be occaſion, let theſe worthy gentlemen |. 
[Gives bim gold. 


Se. 0 Lord, Sir! har &'ye mean ? Corrupt my 
honeſty- 
faces. But 


— They have, indeed very perſuading 


Ha, ha, ba! Why, Tom, is that ſuch an occafiun 
of melancholy? 'Is it ſuch an uncommgn nil. 
chief? FO FE WE. 
Sharp, No, faith; I believe not ew women 
but have their probation, before they are cloiſter'd 


in the narrow joys of wedlock, But, pr'ythee, come 


along with me, or Ill go and have the lady to my. 

ſelf. B*w'ye, George. | [ Going, 
Heart. O torture! How he racks and tears me 

Death! Shall I own my ſhame, or wittingly let 

him'go and whore my wife? No, that's inſupport- 

able. — Oh, Sharper! 7 | 

Sharp, How now? | | 

Tleart, Oh, I am -marry'd. | 

Sharp. Now, hold ſpleen. [ Afide.} Marry's! 

Heart, Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. 

| Sharp. Heav'n forbid, man ! How long? 

Heart. Oh, an age, an age! 1 have been marry' 


Sir Jo. Tis too little; there's more, man, There, theſe two houts. 


take all Now 


Sharp. My old batchelor marry'd ! That were 2 


Set. Well, Sir Joſeph, you have ſuch a winning jeſt. Ha, ha, ha! 


way With ou 


Si, Fo. And how, and how, good Setter, did the 
little rogue look, when. ſhe ta}k'd of Sir Joſeph ? 
Did not her cyes twinkle and her mouth water? 


when ſhe was thinking of her love? Heh, Setter! 
Set. O yea, SiFo:--.. -: 5 | 


Sir Fe. How now, bully? What, melancholy, 
becauſe I'm in the lady's favour ?—— No matter, III 
make your peace——] know they were a little ſmart 


A bl "x . 


upon you-—— But, I warrant 1'1} br 
lady's goud graces. 


Bluff. Paw! I have petitions to ſhew from ot*er 
| gueſs toys than ſhe, Look here; thele were ſent 
me this morning—— There, read, [Shes letters. ] 
That - that's a ſcrawl of quality. Here, here's 
from a counteſs, too- Hum No, hold-—that's 
from a knight's wife, ſhe ſent it me by her huthand | 
hut here, both che ſe are ſrom perſons of great 


quality. 


ing you into the | At leiſure 'marry'd, they repeat in hefte. 


| Heart. Death! d'ye mock me! Heark ye, if ei- 

ther you eſteem my friendſhip, or your own ſafety 
come not near that houſe—that corner-houſe— 
that hot brothet. Aſk no queſtions, 

; Sharp.” Mad, by this light. [Exit Heart. 
Thus grief ſtill treads upon the heels of pteaſure, 
Marty'd in haſte, we may repent at leiſure, 

FEE 10 ORR OR +5 


Set. Somme by experience fad thoſe words mil. 


\ [plac'd: 

As I ſuppoſe my maſter Heartwell. | | 
Sharps Here again, my Mercury! 85 
Set. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sit: [ think my 
atchievements do deſerve the epithet - Mercury 
was a pimp too; but though 1 bluſh to own it at 
this aw, muſt confeſs, I am ſomewhat fallen 
from the dignity of me function, and do condeſcend 
to be ſcandalauſly employ'd in the promotion of vul- 
at matrimony, 


Sir Jo. They are, either from perſons of great | | Sharp, As how, dear, dexterous pimp? . 


quality, or no quality at all, tis ſuch a damn'e 


ugly en 


[Y bile Sit Joſe ph - eads, Bluff av biſperi Setter. 
Set. Captain, ! would do any zhinz to ſerve you ; 


but this is ſo difficult 
Bluff. Not at all. Don't | know him? | 
Set. You'll remember the conditions 


Bluff, I'll giv't you under my hand — In the 
mean time, here's earneſt. {Gives bim money, ] 
Come, knight——I'm capitulating with Mr. Setter 


for 
thee any thing. 


Euter Sharper, cugging in Eeartwell. 


7 


Fhorp: Nay, pr'ythee leave railing, and come a- 
long with me, may be the mayn't be within. Tis 


but to yond' corner-hoyſe, 


Heart. Whither? Whither? Which corner-houſe? 


Sharp, Why, there; the two white poſts. 


$ 98 . 5 
(Oont, how my beart akesJ 


or you. niet | | 
Sir Jo. Ah, honeft Setter——Sirrah, I'Il give 
[ Exeunt. 


Heart. And who would you viſit chere, fay you ? 


Set. Why, to be brief, tor | have weighty affairs 
de pending Our ftratagem ſucceeded as you 
intended; Bluff turns arrant traitor ; bribes me to 
make private-conveyance of the lady to him, and 
put a ſham-ſettlement upon Sir Joſeph. 


| Sharp. O rogue ! Well, but I hop? 


I pri- 
vately informed the knight of the treachery; who 
has agreed, ſeemingly to be cheated, that the Cap- 
tain may be ſo in reality. | 

Sharp. Where's the bride ? 3 
Set. Shifting cloaths for the purpoſe, at a friend! 
houſe of mine, Here's company coming z if you i 
walk this way, Sir, Ill tell you. { Exeunt. 

Eater Bellmout, Belinda, Araminta and Vainlove. 
| '. Vain. Oh, 'twas frenzy all: cannot you forgive 
it '=Men in madneſs have a titie to your pity 

1. 85 To Araminth 


Set, No, no: ,never fear me, Sir 


| Aram. — Which they forfeit, when they are te- 


ſtored to their ſenſes, 


Vain. I am not preſuming beyond a pardons 


N — 


TAE 
Sen. Tou, who cou'd reproach me -with one 
aue, how infolent would a real pardon make 
? But there's no need to forgive whats is not 
worth my anger. 
 Belin, O' my conſcienee, 1 cou'd find i in my heart 
to marry thee, purely to be rid of thee——Art leaſt, 
thou art ſo troubleſome a lover, there's hopes thou'lt 
make 2 err than ordinary quiet huſband. 
5 [To Bellmour. 
Bell, Say you ſouls that a Maxim among ye? 
Enter Shatper. 
Sbarp. Hitt, —--Bellmour : if you'll bring the 
Jadies, make haſte to Silvin's lodgings, before Heart- 
well has fretted himſelf out of breath. 


men Bell. You have an opportunity now, Madam, to Pelin. Oh, foh! What does the filthy fellow 
er'd revenge yourſelf upon — affronting your mean ? Lard, let me begone. | 
ome ſquirrel, - - [Te Belinda. | Aram. Hang me, if 1 pity you you are right 
my. Belin, Oh, the filthy rude beaſt, enough ſery'd. | 
ng, Aram. Tis a laſting quarrels I think he has ne-{ ein. Well, George---- | 
me | ner been at our houſe fince. Hear:. You are the principal cauſe of all my pre- 
let Bell, But give yourſelves the trouble to walk to | ſent ills. If Silvia had not been your miſtreſs, my 
ort. that eorner - houſe, and 1˙Il tell you bythe way what | wiſe might have been honeſt. 
may divert and ſurprize you. ſExeunt.\ Vain. And if Silvia had not been your wife, my 
SCENE, Silvia's Lodgings. miſtreſs might have been juſt---There we are even; 
Ta Hhewtwell-cod oy. but have a good heart, 1 of your misfortune, 
Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her mais? {and am come to your relief. 
By. There was a man too that fetch'd em out- Heart. When execution's over, you offer a reprieves 
Setter, I thinle they call him. Vain. What would you give? 
ry'd Heart. Boh That precious pimp too---Damn'd, | Heart. Oh! any thing, every thing, a leg, or twog 
ima'd firumpet ! Could ſhe not contain herſelf on jor an arm. 
ea her wedding day! Not hold out till night! O curſ- Enter Sharyer. 
ed ſtate! How wide we err, when W of Vain. Don't offer ſo much, for here's one can an p 
el. the load of liſe, you freedom cheaper. | 
ſety e hope to find Sharp. Vaiplove, I have been a kind of a god- 
ſe— That help which nature meant in woman- kind, & | father to you yonder, I have promis d and, yow'd . 

To man that ſuplemental ſelf deſign d; ſome things in your name, which I think you are 
art. But proves a burning cauſticle when apply'd, 7 | bound wo perform. 

1. And Adam, ſure, cou'd with more eaſe abide | ain. No figning to a blank, friend. 

The bene when broken, than when made a bride. | Sharp. No; I'll deal fairly with YOu---- Tia 2 
wy Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove and Aramiata. full and free diſcharge to Sir Joſeph Wittoll and Cap- 
niſ. Bell. Now, George, what rhyming? I thought ain Bluff; for all injuries whatſoever, done unte 
d: the chimes of verſe were paſt, when once the doleful | you by them, until the preſent dare hereof----How 

| marriage knell was rung. ſay you ? 
| Heart, Shame and confuſion! I am expos'd. | ain. Agreed. | 
my 1 { Vainlove and Araminta zalk apart. | the'y Thea let 2 dey cheſe bre to wear their 
tu din, 0 Mr. Bridegroom : I give yeu joy, | malks a moment. Come in, gentlemen and ladies. 
t 8 Sir. Joy, _ 2 eee Heart. What the devil's all this to me! 
llen Here: *Tis-not in thy nature to give me joy----A. Vain. Patience. 
end woman can as ſoon give immortality. Enter Sir Joſeph, Bluff, „ g Lucy, and Setter. 
yul- Belin. Ha, ha, ha! O gad, men grow ſuch clowns | Blu „ All i imuries what oever, Mr. Shar x ap 
when they are marry d Sir Fo. Ay, ay, whatſoever, Captain, ſtick to that; 
| Bell. That they are fit for no company but their whacſever,. 
airs Wives. Sharp. Tis done, theſe gentlemen are witneſſes to 
you Belin. Nor for them — in a little time -l the general releaſe. 
e to (wear, at the menth's end, you ſhall hardly find a Vain. Af, ay, to this inſtant moment - I have 
and matty d man that will do a civil thing to his wiſe, paſs' d an act of oblivion. 
ot ſay a civil thing to any wa ae, How he looks. ! Bluff. Tis very generous, Sir, fince 1 needs muſt 
© already ? Ha, ha, ha! N owWwn-— 
prl- Bell, Ha, ha, hat- * Sir Jo. No, no, Captain, you need not owns, 
who Heart, Death! am I made your: laughing. gack? ? | heb, heh, heh, 'tis I muſt on- 
ap- For you, Sir, I ſhall find a time; but take off your Bluff. That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha 
Waſp here, or the clown may gow: -boigerous.: I have only a little art Military ufed---only undermined, or 
fly - flap. ſo, as ſhall appear by the fair Araminta, my wife's 
ad's - Belin, You have occaſion for your wide has been permiſſion. [ Lucy unmaſhs. ] Oh, the devil, cheated 
w'll lown upon. at laſt ! 6 
unt. Bell. That's home. 5 Sir Jo. Only a little art · mi litary trick, Captain, 
ore. Heart. Not fiends 1 could have added to| only countermin'd, or ſo---Mr Veidteve, 1 ſuppoſe 
give my vexation, or any thiog eſe, bat another woman. you kn]; whom 1 have got—--now; but all's for- 
You've rack'd my patience ; begone, or by given. 
att Bell, Hold, hold ! What the rigs, thou wilt not] Vain. I know whom you have not got. Pray, 
| ths ladies, convince him. { Aram. and Belin. unmoſ, 


upon a woman ? 
Vain. What's the matter? 


As 6 * 


OLD BATCHELOR 


much: 


d deaſt till he winc d. 
t over; you vex him tos 
all ſerious to him. 
Beli. ay, I ſwear, 1 begin to pity him myſelf, 
Heart. Damn your pity----Byt let me be calm a. 
little--- How have I deſerv'd this of you, any of ye? 
Sir, have 1 impaired the honour of your houſe, 
mis'd your fiſter marriage and ſedue d her? Wherein 
have I injur'd you? Did I bring a phyfician to your 
father when he lay expiring, and endeavour to 
prolong his life, and you one and twenty? Madam, 
have 1 had an opportunity with you and baulk'd it? 
— you ever offer me the favour and I refus'd it? 
r 


Belin. Only touch d a 
Vain, 3 ti ve 


Sir Jo. Ah! O Lord, my heart achs- Ah, Setter, 


n. Blek ms} Whayhare MEND] 


la rogue: of all fides. 


— — — 


Mife. 


— —_ — — 4 — 
a - g 8 — — — 
4% „ Corio ie Gt i ———— 
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* 
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thee----And I cannot in gratitude, for I ſee which 


22 8 Tx T 


OLD BATCHELOR: 


„Sir Jofeph, you 5 better have be -enga-(tion-<-Bat there is a fatality in —_— 


ged- this gentleman” 5 pardon: for though 


| know net how! 

[ Silvia unmaſbs. 
Heart, My wife ! By this light 'tis ſhe, the very 
cockitrice---Oh, Sharper! Let me embrace thee--- 
But art thou ſore ſhie is really marry'd-to him? 

Het. Aye, and lawfully marry'd, I'm witneſs. 
bp. Benmeur vill unriddle to you. 
[ Heartwell goes to Bellmour, 


ainlove I find I'm reſoluts: : 
de ſo generous to forgive the loſs of his miftreſs, 1 


Heart. Then good counſel will be thrown _ 


Jeartwell may take the loſs of his| upon you For my part, I have once eſcaped 


And when I wet ala, may ſhe be —— vgly as aq 
old bawds 
Vain. Ill-natur'd as an old mad 
Bell. Wanton as a young widoẽC .. 
Sburp. And jealous as a barren wife. 
Heart. -Agreedr: 
Bell. Well; midſt af theſe dreadful 4 


Fi- Oy Pray; Madam; who are you? For! 777 tions, and n6twithfiandiog the warning and exam. 


ydu and I are like te be better acquainted, 
Silv. The worſt of me is, that I am your wife — 
Come, Sir Joſeph, your fortune is not ſo 
bad as your 3 fine wy and a lady. -of very 
quality,” 

Sir Jo. Thanks to my knighthood, ſhe's wlady—: 

Pain.——--That deſerves a fool with a better 
tithe, Pray uſe her as my r or you ſhall hear 
ont. 

Bluf.. What, are you a woman of quality too 
ſpbUſe ? | 

Set. And my relation; prey et her be reſpe ig! 
accordingly—- Well boneſt Lucy, fare thee weli—l 
think you and I have been Amme off and os 

time this ſeven years. 

Lucy. Hold your prating—I'm chinking what vo- 
cation I ſhall follow while my ſpouſe is panting lau- 
rels in the wars. 

Bluff. No more wars; ſpouſe, no more wars----- 
While 1 plant laurels for my head abroad, 1 may find 
the branches ſprout at home. 

Heart. Bellmour, 1 approve thy mieth, and thank 


way thou art going, fee thee fall into the FROVE erage 


ple before me, I commit myſelf to laſting durance, 


Belin. Priſoner, make much of your fetters, 
| Giving. her band, 
Bell, Frank, will you keep: us in countenance ? 
Vain. May I preſume to hope fo great a bleſſing? 
Aram, We had better take the advantage of 4 
little of our friends” experience firſt, 
Bell. O' my conſcience the dare not conſent, for 
fear he ſhou'd recant. f:4fide.] Well, we ſhal} hae 
your company to church in the morning May be 


you. Not ſet me fatward. oa a journey for life 
Come, take your fellow-travellers. Old George, 
I'm ſorry to fee thee ſtill plod on alone. | 
Heart. With gaudy. plumes, and gingling bell; 
made proud, 


A morning-ſun his tinſell'd harneſs gilds, 
And the firſt ſtage adown-hill green-ſword yields, 
But, oh! . 


Our ſun declines, and with what anxious ſtrife, 
What pain we tug that galling load, a wife, 
All courſes the firſt heat with vigour run; 


out of which thou haſt delivered me. 
Bell, 1 thank thee, George, "OY ye inten- — 


But tis with whip: and ſpur the race is won, 


IA em nt 


- 


it may get you an appetite. to ſee us fall on before 


The youthful beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud, | 


What rugged ways attend the noon of life ! | 


0 LL O AND DAPHNE. , 


Written by JOHN: HUGHES, RA | „ | 
5 D R AM ATI S PERS ON K. e 
APOLLO. PENEUS. 
DAPHNE. Donis. 
SCENE, the 8 of Furt in TursSALY. 


7 AY { OT IETF 
Ne frf Scene is a River, Peneus, aRiver-god, appear: 
on a Bed of Ruſhes, leaning on his Urn: he riſes, and 
comes forward mis Head crowned win Ruppes and 
Flowers, a Reed in his Hard. 

Pen. O Wlong muſt Peneus chide f in vain 

His daughter's coyneſs and diſdain ? 

Thro' Tempe's pleaſant vales and bow'rs 

As my full urn it's current,pours, 

Inev'ry plain, from ev'ry grove, 

] hear the ſighs of flighted love, 

And on my ruſhy banks the Sylvans cry, 

« Why ever cruel, Daphne! why?“ 

But ſee, the comes, the beauteous cauſe; 

Daphne my juſt commands attend; 

Hear me, thy father and thy N | 

And yield at laſt to love and Hymen's laws. 
Dapb. O Peneus ! urge this cruel ſuit no more. 

Have I not to Diana ſwore? | 
ehold again to her 1 bow, 


— 


voted ever to remain Z 


A virgin of her ſpotleſs train; 
Hear, Cynthia! and confirm my vow, 
AIR I. 
' How happy are We, 
How airy, how free, . 
That rove'thro* the woods and the plains ! 
In vain the blind boy 
Our hearts would decoy, 
We ſcorn all his joys and his pains. [Ex. Dapb. | 
Pen. Raſh maid ! return 
What haſt thou ſworn ? 
With thee ſhall Peneus' race expire? 
Then heat once more thy ſlighted fire, 
And know thy fatai vow draws down 
The curſe of Heav'n, a father's frown, 
And ſure deſtruction waits thy ſcorn. 
Air II. 
| Feeble Cupid! vain deceiver! 
What avails thy boaſted quiver? 
Where are all thy conqu'ring arts ? 
They that fly thee 
May defy thee ; 
They who fear thee 
And revere thee 
Ever meet thy keeneſt darts. 


> 


vit peneus. 


cene changes to 4 For eft. Apollo enters witb bis Hot | 


ond Arrows, as baving netoly flajn tbe Python. 
ax: 'Fis done—the monſter Python lain 
] Thebus" ſhafts lies breathleſs on the plain. 
Vet why with congueſt am 1 thus adorn'd ? 
Alas! | feel a morcal's pain, 
Conquer'd dy love, hon once I feorn'd. 
0 Daphne! Nin chy miles can dbtain, 
* ,0-* theſe marks of triumph let me. hear, 
ü au;  ſhepherd's ſemblance weir, 
„by chee I grows god again. 
175 a4 W¾ãüy his baw and arrows, and, Als: 


2 —k 
ee -Sbe appears; ; how wondrous fair ! 
Hail goideſs of theſe verdant groves! 
Daph. What art thou, or from whence ? 
Apol. A ſwaln that loves. 
Dab. Thy unavailing courtſhip ſpare. 
Doſt thou not daily hear the ſhepherds cry, 
+ Why ever croel, Daphne! why e' 


8 L vith the reſt deſpair. 


| Apol, No, let the reſt deſpair, while I, 
ene triumph in the joy. 


9 Ain III. 


Fair blooming creature ! 
Fach tender feature 
Speaks thee by nature 

For love delign'd. 
Then ſmile conſenting, 
Loft time-repenting; 

Let ſoft relenting 
Now thew thee kind, 


Dapb. Canſt thou the mountain tiger bind, 
Or ſtop the floods, or fix the wind? 

Do this—then Daphne will perhaps be kind, 
Al Een tigers love's ſoft laws obey; 
Art thou more ſavage far than they? 

'Look all around:thee, aud above, 

Love lights the ſkies, and paints the meads z 
It's geniat flame 

Thro' heav'n, and earth, and ocean ſpreads : 


Thou art thyſelt rhe bappieſt child of love; * 
Do not thy birth diſclaim. | 


Daph. "Pho? fair as Phabus thou ſhouldſt 1 
And were thy words ſoft as his lyre, 
They could not move me to defire; 
Wake, hepherd, from thy dream! 


Alx IV. 


Ceaſe to ſoothe: thy fruitleſs pain; 
Why for frowns will thou be ſuing ? 
| Ceaſe to languiſh and complain. 
*Tis to ſeek thy own undoing 
Still to love, and love in vain. 


Apo! In her ſoft cheeks and beauteous eyes 
What new*enchanting graces riſe! A 


DueTTo-for Apollo and Daphne. 


Apol. No more deny me; 
O ceaſe to fly me, 
Your faithful ſwain. 

Daph. No longer try me, 
For ever fly me, 

* Deſpeiring ſwain. 

Abel. Vet hear me. 

Daph. Forbeer me. 

Apol. Let ſighs imploring, 
And looks adoring, 


* 


a ſpeep- books 


2 


- - I 4 % 
- 


Still ſpeak my pain. 


12 


Daph, Your fighs imploring, 
And looks adoring, | ; 
But move diſdain. [Exit Daphne. 
Apel. She's gone—nor knows from whom the; 
Miſtaken coyneſs! falſe diſdain! {flies 
Phebus ſhe prais*d, but ſcorns the ſwain— 
Then, breaking from this dark diſguiſe, 
When Phabus what he is ſhall ſeem, 
My gtitt'ring rays and meiting lyre 
At laſt hall warm thee to defire, | 
And wake thee, Daphne ! from thy dream. 
Alx V. : 
Where Cupid's bow is failing, 


Ambition's charms prevailing, 4 


Shall trivmph o'er the fair. 
The nymph that love deſpiſes, 
Some ſecret paſſion prizes, 
That til! forbids deſpair. 
- Enter Daphne and Doris. 
Dapb. Doris, why this trifling tale? 
Dor. That good advice may once prevail; 
Jave one—nor all your lovers loſe, = 
Alas! that I, poor I, might gain 
What you each day refuſe |! 
| Daph. Take ail and eaſe me of the pain. | 
Dor. I would —but, ah! *twere now in vain. 
| AI Vi. 
When I was a maiden of twenty, 
And my charms and my lovers were plenty, 
Ah! why did I ever ſay no? 
Now the ſwains, tho' I court them, all fly me; 
I figh, but no lover comes nigh me. 
Ye virgins! he warn'd by my woe, 
Ah! why did 1 ever ſay no? | 
Dapb. Poor Doris! dry thy weeping eyes: 
Doſt thou repent thou once wert wiſe ? 5 
Alx VII. 
Tender hearts to every paſſion 
Still their freedom would betray, 
But how calm is inclination, 
When our reaſon bears the ſway ? 
Swains themſelves while they purſue us, 
Often teach us to deny; | 
While we fly they fondly wooe us; | 
| -If we grow too fond they fly. 
Dor, Vet might I ſee one courting ſwain, 
Tho?” but to ſlight him once again 
But come I'll am'rous thoughts give o'er. | 
Dapb. Tis well to leave them at threeſcore ! 


nk 


_ Haſte then, and at th' appointed place | 


See if the nymphs expect me forthe chaſe. [ Zx. Dor 


A Sympbony of Inſtruments is beard, wwbilft Apollo de- 


ſeends in the Chariot of the Sun, a Crown of Ray: 
about his Head, and bis Lyre in bis Hand. 
Daph. What ſounds celeſtial ſtrike my ear! 
Why does the golden ſource of light 
Pour out new day ?---How wondrous bright! 
Some god deſcends to human fight; | 
I'm charm'd, yet aw'd with fear. 
Apo!. Daphne, on Phebus fix thy eye, 
With meaner ſhapes deceive no more; 
Know I thy beauteous form adore : 
Wilt thou a god, a god that loves thee, fly! 


Apollo ſtrikes bis Lyre, and Daphne turns back as ſur- 


Priſed at the Sound. > 
Airs VIII. 
Faireſt mortal] ſtay and hear; 
Turn thee ; leave thy trembling fear: 
Cannot love, with muſick join'd, | 
Touch thy unrelenting mind? 
Faireſt mortal ! ſtay and hear; 
Turn thee ; leave thy trembling fear. 


APOLLO any DAPHNE. 


[Exit Apollo. 


* o 


Hark how the river ſhores prolong 

My ſoft complaints, and murmur to my ſonz! 
Thy father Peneus feels my pain; 

See how his ofiers gently bow, 

And ſeem my ſecret ſoul to know . 

Dapb. aſide.] Alas! my raſh, my fatal voy! 
Apol. Wilt thou alone unmov'd remain ? 


As Daphne is going cut, ſpe flops and finps, 
p gving wy flops and fing 


Daph. Shall I return ?---or no? 
Charms yet unknown ſurround me; 
Yet love, thou ne'er ſhalt wound me, 
No more alarm my breaſt, 

Then let me haſte to go-.- 

Ah! no; my heart replies 
In tender heaving fighs.--- 
Ye pow'rs! reſtore my reſt. 

Apol. O do not go--- 

Dapb. Doſt thou not know 
I'm of Diana's train? | 

n 
| Daph. Thy love forbear--- 
Apol. Thy ſcorn forbear--« 
Daph. I muſt not hear. 
Apol. O ſtay and hear. 
| Dapb. Thy love 
| 


| 


Apol, Th Mane is vain. | 
Exit. Daphne _ by Apolloi 

SCENE change: to the River. 

Re-enter Daphne, looking back as affrighted, 
Dapb. He comes---the ſwift purſuer comes (( O 
Shall I eſcape his piercing fight, [where 
| Where hide me from the god of light? | 
Ah! 'tis in vain---be's here. 


Daphne runs te the Side of the River, and, a1 foe ſing! 
the following Air, is transformed into a Laurd-tr 
Air X. | 
Father Peneus ! hear me, aid me! 
Let ſome ſudden change invade me; 
Fix me rooted on thy ſhore. 

Ceaſe, Apollo! to perſuade me, 

I am Daphne now no mere--- 
Apollo enters at the W end of the Air, and is mi ty 

eneus. 
Apol. O fatal flight! O curs'd diſdain! 
O Peneus l how ſhall we our loſs deplore ? 
But ſee ! | | 
The trembling branches yet her ſhape retaia! 
| Tho” Daphne lives a nymph no more, 
She lives, fair verdant plant! in thee. 
Henceforth be thay Apollo's tree, 
And hear what honours to, thy leaves remain. 
| Airs XI. 
| No thunder e'er ſhall blaſt thy bougha, 
Preſerv'd to grace Apollo's brows, 
King, viQtors, poets, to adorn ; 
Oft' in Britannia's iſle thy proſp*'rous green 
[| Shall on the heads of her great chiefs be ſeeny 
And by a Naſſau and a George be worn. 
| Pen. Still Peneus, with a father's care, 
[Shall feed thee from his flowing urn 
With verdure ever freſh and fair, 
| Nor this thy deftin'd change ſhall mont 
Cnorvs, er Dug T TO of Apollo on e 
Ar XII. 


- yl rs . 


Art is vain to move defire. 
If Nature once the fair incii:: 
To their own paſſion they 11 
| Nature alone can love inſpic: , 
| Art ig vain to more deſixe 
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